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The  Explanation  of  the  Embleme. 

This  litle  Embleme  here,  doth  reprefent, 
The  bleft  condition,  of  a  man  Content. 
The  Place  he  lyes  on,  is  a  mighty  Rocke : 
To  (hew,  that  He  Contemnes,  and  makes  a  mocke 
Of  Force,  or  Vnderminers.     We  expreffe, 
What  others  thinke  him,  by  his  Nakednejfe. 
His  Mantle,  with  Hearts-eafe  y  wrought  doth  (how, 
What  He,  doth  of  his  owne  well-being,  know. 
The  Filler,  on  whofe  Safe,  his  head  doth  reft ; 
Hath  Fortitude  and  Conjlancie  expreft. 
The  Cornii  Copia  that  fo  neere  him  lyes ; 
Declares,  that  He  enough  hath  to  fuffice : 
And  that  He  can  be  pleafd,  with  what  the  Fields, 
Or  what  the  fruitfull  Tree,  by  Nature  yealds. 
That  pleafant  Profpedliue,  in  which  you  fee, 
Groues,  Ryuers,  Lanndes,  and  Pallaces  there  be ; 
Lies  farr  belowe  Him:  and  is  that,  in  which, 
The  trueft  happy  Man,  is  feldome  rich. 
The  words,  NE  C  HABE  0,  he  doth  there  beftow ; 
And  what  he  meanes,  doth  with  his  finger  (how. 
Aboue  him  houer  Angels,  and  his  Eye, 
He  fixing,  on  the  glorious  Heauens  on  high ; 
(From  whence  a  Ray  into  his  breft  defcends) 
His  other  word  NE  C  C  A  R  E  0,  thither  fends : 
To  intimate,  that  He  can  nothing  need, 
Whom  Angels  guard,  and  God  himfelfe  doth  feed. 
By  force,  or  flye  Temptations,  to  preuaile 
Both  Temporall,  and  Ghoftly  Foes  affaile, 
His  naked  perfon :  but,  without  a  wound, 
Their  Darts  are  broake ;  or,  backe  on  them  rebound. 
So,  with  NEC  C  UR  0,  Thofe  he  entertaines : 
And  to  expreffe,  how  highly  He  difdaines, 
The  beft  Contents,  the  World  affoord  him  may ; 
A  Globe  Terreftriall,  He  doth  fpurne  away. 
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WITHERS    MOTTO. 

aveo  ,  nee  Careo  »  nee  Curo  • 


LONDON  nrtnted  for  lohn  "Marriott  MS 2 \ 


To  any  body. 


O  recreate  my  felfe,  after  fome 
more  ferious  Studies,  I  tooke  oc- 
cafion  to  exercife  my  Inuention 
in  the  illuflration  of  my  Motto  ; 
which  being  thus  finifhed,  my 
friends  made  me  beleeue  it  was 
worth  the  preferuing  ;  and  grew  fo  importunat 
for  Coppies  thereof,  that  I  could  not  deny  them. 
But  doubting,  left  by  often  tranfcribing ,  it 
might  be  much  lamed  through  the  Scribes  in- 
fufficiency  (as  many  things  of  this  nature  are) 
I  thought  fitting,  rather  to  exemplyfie  the 
fame,  by  the  Preffe,  then  by  the  Penne.  And  to 
that  end,  deliuered  it  ouer  to  fome  Stationers, 
to  haue  onely  fo  many  Copies,  as  I  intended  to 
beftow. 

Yet  confidering  that  other  men  (to  whom 
I  meant  them  not,)  might  peraduenture,  come 

A  2  to 
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to  the  view  of  thofe  Lines.  I  thought  it  not 
amiffe ,  by  way  of  Preuention,  to  remoue 
fuch  Cauills  as  may  be  made  againft  mee,  by 
thofe  vnto  whom  I  am  vnknowne.  Not,  that 
I  care  to  giue  euery  idle  Reader,  an  account  of 
my  Intentions  :  But,  to  fhew  the  Ingenuous, 
that  the  Carelefnes  expreffed  in  this  Motto,  pro- 
feeds  from  an  vndiftempered  Care,  to  make  ali 
my  Actions  (as  neere  as  I  can)  fuch,  as  may  be 
decent,  warrantable,  and  becomming  an  ho- 
neft  Man  :  And  that  thofe,  who  fhall  foolifh- 
ly  feeke  (from  thence)  to  picke  aduantages  a- 
gainft  me  :  may  know,  I  am  too  well  aduifed 
to  write  any  thing,  which  they  fhall  be  iuftly  a- 
ble  to  interpret,  either  to  my  hinderance,  or 
difparagement. 

Let  me  want  efteeme  among  all  good  men, 
if  I  purpofed  (or  haue  any  fecret  defire  in  me) 
that  any  part  of  this,  fhould  be  applied  to  any 
particular  man ;  but  fo  as  euery  one  ought  to 
apply  things  vnto  his  own  Confcience  ;  and  he 
that  beleeues  me  not,  I  feare  is  guilty.  My  in 
tent  was,  to  draw  the  true  Picture  of  mine  own 
heart ;  that  my  friends ,  who  knew  mee  out 
wardly,  might  haue  fome  reprefentation  of  my 
infide  alfo.  And  that,  if  they  liked  the  forme 

of 
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of  it,  they  might  (wherein  they  were  defe- 
£ime)  fafhion  their  owne  mindes  thereunto. 
But,  my  principall  Intention,  was  by  recor 
ding  thofe  thoughts  to  confirme  mine  owne 
Refolution ;  and  to  preuent  fuch  alterations, 
as  Time  and  infirmities,  may  worke  vpon  mee. 
And  if  there  be  no  more  reafon  inferred  a- 
gainft  me,  to  remoue  my  opinion ,  then  I  am 
yet  apprehenfiue  of:  I  am  confidently  per- 
fwaded,  that  neither  Feare,  nor  Force  mail 
compell  me,  to  deny  any  thing  which  I  haue 
affirmed  in  this  Poem.  For,  I  had  rather  bee 
degraded  from  the  greateft  Title  of  Honour 
that  could  be  giuen  me ;  then  conflrained  to 
deny  this  Motto. 

Proud  Arrogance  ( I  know )  and  enough 
too  ;  will  be  layd  to  my  charge.  But  thofe  who 
both  know  me,  and  the  necefsitie  of  this  Refo 
lution,  will  excufe  me  of  it.  The  reft  (if  they 
mif-cenfure  me)  are  part  of  thofe  things,  I  care 
not  for. 

The  Language  is  but  indifferent ;  for,  I  af 
fected  Matter  more  then  Words.  The  Method 
is  none  at  all  :  for,  I  was  loath  to  make  a  bufi  - 
neffe,  of  a  recreation.  And  we  know,  he  that 
rides  abroad  for  his  pleafure,  is  not  tyed  fo 

A  3  ftriclly 
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ftriclly  to  keepe  High-waies,  as  hee  that  takes  a 
lourney. 

If  the  intermixing  of  fleight  and  weighty 
things  together,  be  offenfiue  to  any.  Let  them 
vnderftand,  that  if  they  well  obferue  it,  they 
fhall  finde  a  ferioufneffe,  euen  in  that  which 
they  imagine  leaft  momentary.  And  if  they 
had  afwell  obferued  the  conditions  of  men, 
as  I  haue  done  :  they  would  perceiue  that  the 
greatefh  number  (like  Children  which  are  allu 
red  to  Schoole  with  points  and  Aples)  muft  be 
drawne  on  with  fome  friuolous  exprefsions,  or 
elfe  will  neuer  liften  to  the  graue  precepts  of 
Virtue ;  which,  when  they  once  heare ,  doe 
many  times  beget  a  delight  in  them,  before 
they  be  aware. 

Many  Dimes  of  meate  which  we  affect  not 
may  be  fo  Cookt,  that  we  fhall  haue  a  good  ap- 
petit  vnto  them  :  So,  many  men  who  take  no 
pleafure  to  feeke  Vertue  in  graue  Treatifes  of 
Morallitie ,  may  (  perhaps  )  finding  her  vn- 
lookt  for,  masked  vnder  the  habit  of  a  light  Po 
em  >  grow  enamord  on  her  beauty. 

The  foolifh  Canterbury  Tale  in  myfcourge  of 
Vanity r,  fwhich  I  am  now  almoft  afhamed  to 
read  ouer)  euen  that,  hath  bin  by  fome  pray  fed 

for 
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for  a  witty  paffage  :  And  I  haue  heard  diuers, 
feriouily  proteft,  that  they  haue  much  more 
feelingly  bin  informed,  &  moued  to  deteft  the 
Vanity  of  the  humor  there  skoffed  at,  by  that 
rude  Tale,  then  they  were  by  the  moft  graue 
precepts  of  Phylofophy.  And  that  makes  me 
oftentimes  affec~l  fome  things,  in  regard  of  their 
vfefulneffe  :  which  being  confidered  according 
to  the  Method  of  Art,  and  rules  of  Scholler- 
fhip,  would  feeme  ridiculous. 

But  I  vfe  more  words  for  my  Apology  then 
needes  :  If  this  will  not  giue  you  fatisfaclion, 
I  am  forry  I  haue  faid  fo  much ;  and,  if  you 
know  which  way,  fatisfie  your  felues.  For,  how 
I  am  refolued  (if  you  thinke  it  worth  the  taking 
notife  of)  the  booke  will  tell  you.  Farewell. 

GEO   iWlTHER. 
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WITHER'S    Motto. 

Nee  habeo,  nee  Careo,  nee  Curo. 

Nor  Haue  /,  nor  Want  /,  nor  Care  I. 


HAh  /  will  they  ftorme  ?  why  let  the ;  who  needs  care  ? 
Or  who  dares  frown  on  what  the  Mufes  dare, 
Who  when  they  lift,  can  for  a  tempeft  call, 
Which  thunder  louder  then  their  fury  fhall  ? 
And  if  men  caufelefly  their  power  contemne, 
Will  more  then  mortall  vengeance  fling  on  them  ? 

With  thine  owne  trembling  fpirit,  thou  didft  view 
Thefe  free-borne  lines  ;  that  doubtft  what  may  enfue  : 
For  if  thou  feltft  the  temper  of  my  foule, 
And  knewft  my  heart,  thou  wouldft  not  feare  controul. 

Doe  not  I  know,  my  honeft  thoughts  are  cleare 
From  any  priuate  fpleene,  or  malice  here  ? 
Doe  not  I  know  that  none  will  frowne  at  this, 
But  fuch,  as  haue  apparant  guiltineffe ; 
Or  fuch  as  muft  to  fhame  and  ruine  runne, 
As  fome,  once  ayming  at  my  fall  haue  done  ? 

And 
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And  can  I  feare  thofe  Idle  fcar-crowes  then  ? 
Thofe  bugg-beare  perils,  thofe  meere  fhades  of  men  ? 
At  whofe  difpleafure  they  for  terror  fweat, 
Whofe  heart  vpon  the  Worlds  vaine  loue  is  fet  ? 

No  ;  when  this  Motto  firft,  I  mine  did  make, 
To  me  I  tooke  it,  not  for  fafhions  fake : 
But  that  it  might  expreffe  me  as  I  am  ; 
And  keepe  me  mindefull  to  be  ftill  the  fame. 
Which  I  refolue  to  be :  For,  could  the  eye 
Of  other  men,  within  my  breafb  efpie 
My  Refolution,  and  the  Caufe  thereof ; 
They  durft  not  at  this  boldneffe  make  a  skoffe. 

Shall  I  be  fearefull  of  my  felfe  to  fpeake  ; 
For  doubt  fome  other  may  exceptions  take  ? 
If  this  Age  hold  ;  ere  long  we  mail  goe  neere 
Of  eu'ry  word  of  our,  to  (land  in  feare. 
And  (fiue  to  one)  if  any  fhould  confeffe 
Thofe  finnes  in  publike,  which  his  foule  oppreffe  : 
Some  guilty  fellow  (moou'd  thereat)  would  take  it 
Vnto  himfelfe  ;  and  fo,  a  libell  make  it. 
Nay  ;  We  mail  hardly  be  allowd  to  pray 
Againft  a  crying  finne  ;  left  great  men  may 
Sufpect,  that  by  a  figure  we  intend 
To  point  out  Them  :  and  how  they  doe  offend. 
As  I  haue  hope  to  profper ;  e're  Tie  fall 
To  fuch  a  bondage,  Tie  aduenture  all : 
And  make  the  whole  world  madd,  to  heare  how  I 
Will  feareleffe  write  and  raile  at  Villanny. 
But  oh  /  beware  fgray-hayrd  difcretion  fayes) 
The  Dogg  fights  well  that  out  of  danger  playes. 

For 
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WITHERS    MOTTO. 

For  now,  thefe  guilty  Times  fo  captious  be 
That  fuch,  as  loue  in  fpeaking  to  be  free  ; 
May  for  their  freedome,  to  their  coft  be  fhent, 
How  liarmeleffe  er'e  they  be,  in  their  intent : 
And  fuch  as  of  their  future  peace  haue  care, 
Vnto  the  Times  a  little  feruile  are. 

Pifh  ;  tell  not  me  of  Times,  or  danger  thus  : 
To  doe  a  villany  is  dangerous  ; 
But  in  an  honeft  action,  my  heart  knowes 
No  more  of  feare,  then  dead-men  doe  of  blowes. 
And  to  be  flaue  to  Times,  is  worfe  to  me 
Then  to  be  that,  which  moft  men  feare  to  be. 

I  tell  thee  Critike ;  whatfoeuer  Thou, 
Or  any  man,  of  me  fhall  cenfure  now  : 
They,  who  for  ought  here  written  doe  accufe, 
Or  with  a  minde  malicious,  taxe  my  Mufe ; 
Shall  nor  by  day  awake,  nor  fleepe  by  night, 
With  more  contentment,  in  their  glories  height ; 
Then  I  will  doe,  though  they  fhould  lay  me  where 
I  muft  in  darkenes,  bolts  of  Iron  weare. 
For,  I  am  not  fo  ignorant,  but  that 
I  partly  know  what  things  I  may  relate  / 
And  what  an  honeft  man  fhould  ftill  conceale, 
I  know  as  well,  as  what  he  may  reueale. 

If  they  be  poore  and  bafe,  that  feare  my  ftraine  : 
Thefe  poore  bafe  fellowes  are  afraid  in  vaine. 
I  fcorne  to  fpurne  a  dogge,  or  ftrike  a  flye, 
Or  with  fuch  Groomes  to  foile  my  Poefie. 
If  great  they  were,  and  fallen  ;  let  them  know, 
I  doe  abhor  to  touch  a  wounded  foe. 

If 
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WITHERS    MOTTO, 

If  on  the  top  of  honour,  yet  they  be  ; 

Tis  poore  weake  honour,  if  ought  done  by  me 

May  blot,  or  fhake  the  fame  :  yea,  whatfoere 

Their  Titles  coft,  or  they  would  faine  appeare, 

They  are  ignoble,  and  beneath  me  farre ; 

If  with  thefe  Meafures  they  diftempered  are. 

For,  if  they  had  true  Greatneffe,  they  would  know, 

The  fpight  of  all  the  World,  were  farre  below 

The  feat  of  Nobleft  Honor ;  and  that  He, 

In  whom  true  worth,  and  reall  Vertues  be, 

So  well  is  arm'd  :  as  that  he  feares  no  wrong 

From  any  Tyrants  hand,  or  Villaines  tongue. 

Much  leffe  be  ftartled  at  thofe  Numbers  would  ; 

Where  Verities  praifed,  and  proud  Vice  contrould, 

Is  any  man  the  worfe  if  I  expreffe 
My  Wants,  my  Riches,  or  my  Carelefnejfe  ? 
Or  can  my  honefh  thoughts,  or  my  content, 
Be  turn'd  to  any  mans  difparagement, 
If  he  be  honeft  ?     Nay,  thofe  men  will  finde, 
A  pleafure,  in  this  Pi6lure  of  my  Minde, 
Who  houor  Vertue  :  and  inftead  of  blame, 
Will  (as  they  haue  done)  loue  me  for  the  fame. 

You  are  deceiu'd,  if  the  Bohemian  ftate 
You  thinke  I  touch  ;  or  the  Palatinate  : 
Or  that,  this  ought  of  Eighty-eight  containes  ; 
The  Powder-plot,  or  any  thing  of  Spaines : 
That  their  A  mbajfador  need  queftion  me, 
Or  bring  me  iuftly  for  it  on  my  knee. 
The  ftate  of  thofe  Occurrences  I  know 
Too  well ;  my  Raptures  that  way  to  beftow. 

Nor 
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Nor  neede  you  doubt,  but  any  friend  you  haue, 
May  play  the  foole,  and  if  he  lift  the  knaue, 
For  ought  here  written  :  For  it  is  not  fuch 
As  you  fuppofe ;  nor  what  you  feare  fo  much. 

If  I  had  beene  difpos'd  to  Satyrize, 
Would  I  haue  tam'd  my  Niimbers  in  this  wife  ? 
No  ;  I  haue  Fiiries  that  lye  ty'de  in  chaines, 
Bold  (Englifh-maftiue-like)  aduentrous  Straines : 
Who  feareleffe  dare,  on  any  Monfter  flye, 
That  weares  a  body  of  Mortality. 
And  I  had  let  them  loofe,  if  I  had  lift, 
To  play  againe,  the  fharpe-fangd  Satyrift. 

That  therefore,  you  no  more  mif-title  This, 
I  fay,  it  is  my  Motto  ;  and  it  is. 
lie  haue  it  fo  :  For,  if  it  pleafe  not  me  ; 
It  fhall  not  be  a  Satyr,  though  it  be. 
What  is't  to  you  for  any  man)  if  I, 
This  little  Poem  terme  as  foolifhly, 
As  fome  men  doe  their  children  ?     Is  it  not, 
Mine  owne  Minerua,  of  my  braines  begot  ? 
For  ought  I  know,  I  neuer  did  intrude, 
To  name  your  Whelps :  and  if  you  be  fo  rude, 
To  meddle  with  my  Kitling  (though  in  fport) 
Tis  odds,  but  fhee'l  goe  neere  to  fcratch  you  fort 

Play  with  your  Monkey  then,  and  let  it  lye  : 
Or  (if  you  be  not  angry)  take  it  pray, 
And  read  it  ouer. 


So  ;  the  CriticVs  gone, 


Who  at  thefe  Numbers  carpt ;  and  We  alone : 

Proceede  we  to  the  matter. 

Nee 
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WITHERS    MOTTO, 

Nee  Habeo,  nee  Careo,  nee  Curo. 

SOme  hauing  feene,  where  I  this  Motto  writ 
Beneath  my  Picture ;  askt  >  what  meaned  it. 
A  nd  many  in  my  abfence,  doe  affay, 
What  by  thefe  words,  they  beft  conieflure  may  : 
Some  haue  fuppofed,  that  it  doth  expreffe, 
An  vnaduifed,  defperate  Carelefneffe. 
Some  others  doe  imagine,  that  I  meant 
Jn  little,  to  fet  foorth  a  great  Content. 
Some,  on  each  member  of  the  Sentence  dwell: 
And  (firft]  will,  what  I  haue  not,/eeme  to  tell: 
What  things  I  want  not,  they  will  next  declare : 
And  then  they  geffe,  for  what  I  doe  not  care. 
But  that  they  might  not  from  my  meaning  err, 
Pie  now  become  my  owne  Interpreter. 

Some  things  I  haue,  which  here  I  will  notJJiow  ; 
Some  things  I  want,  which  yon  Jhall  neuer  know  : 
Andfometime  I  (perchance}  doe  Carefull  grow  ; 
But  we,  with  that,  will  nothing  haue  to  doe. 
If  good  occajion  be  thereof  to  fpeake  \ 
Another  time,  we  may  the pleafure  take. 
That,  which  to  treat  of ,  I  now purpofe  (tJurefor,} 
Is  what  I  neither  haue,  nor  want,  nor  care  for. 


Nee 
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WITHERS    MOTTO. 

Nec  Habeo. 

ANd  firft ;  that  no  man  elfe  may  cenfure  me, 
For  Vaunting  what  belongeth  not  to  me  : 
Heare  what  /  haue  not ;  for,  Tie  not  deny 
To  make  confeffion  of  my  pouerty. 

/  haue  not  of  my  felfe,  the  powre,  or  grace, 
To  be,  or  not  to  be  ;  one  minute-fpace. 
I  haue  not  ftrength  another  word  to  write  ; 
Or  tell  you  what  I  purpofe  to  indite  : 
Or  thinke  out  halfe  a  thought,  before  my  death, 
But  by  the  leaue  of  him  that  gaue  me  breath. 
I  haue  no  natiue  goodnes  in  my  foul ; 
But  I  was  ouer  all,  corrupt  and  foul : 
And  till  another  cleans'd  me,  /  had  nought 
That  was  not  ftain'd  within  me  :  not  a  thought. 
y  haue  no  propper  merrit ;  neither  will, 
Or  to  refolue,  or  a6t,  but  what  is  ill. 
/  haue  no  meanes  of  fafety,  or  content, 
In  ought  which  mine  owne  wifedome  can  inuent. 
Nor  haue  I  reafon  to  be  defperate  tho : 
Becaufe  for  this,  a  remedy  I  know. 

/  haue  no  portion  in  the  world  like  this, 
That  I  may  breath  that  ayre,  which  common  is : 
Nor  haue  I  feene  within  this  fpacious  Round ; 
What  I  haue  worth  my  loy  w  for  row  found. 
Except  it  hath  for  thefe  that  follow  binn  : 
The  Loue  of  my  Redeemer,  and  my  fmn. 

I  none 
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I  none  of  thdfe  great  Priuiledges  haue, 
Which  make  the  Minions  of  the  Time,  fo  braue. 
/  haue  no  fumpteous  Pallaces,  or  Bowers 
That  ouertop  my  neighbours,  with  their  Towrs. 
y  haue  no  large  Demeanes,  or  Princely  Rents, 
Like  thofe  Heroes ;  nor  their  difcontents. 
/  haue  no  glories  from  mine  Auncefters  ; 
For  want  of  reall  worth  to  bragg  of  theirs. 
Nor  haue  I  bafenes  in  my  pedigree  ; 
For  it  is  noble,  though  obfcure  it  be. 

I  haue  no  gold  thofe  honours  to  obtaine, 
Which  men  might  heretofore,  by  Vertue  gaine, 
Nor  haue  I  witt,  if  wealth  were  giuen  me ; 
To  thinke,  bought  Place  or  Title,  honour'd  me. 
/  (yet)  haue  no  beliefe  that  they  are  wife, 
Who  for  bafe  ends,  can  bafely  temporife : 
Or  that  it  will  at  length  be  ill  for  me, 
That  I  liu'd  poore,  to  keepe  my  Spirit  free. 

/  kaue  no  Caufes  in  our  Pleading  Courts. 
Nor  ftart  I  at  our  Chancery  Reports. 
No  fearefull  Bill  hath  yet  affrighted  me, 
No  Motion,  Order,  ludgement,  or  Decree. 
Nor  haite  I  forced  beene  to  tedious  lorneys, 
Betwixt  my  Counfellors  and  my  A  ttorneys. 
I  haue  no  neede  of  thofe  long-gowned  warriers, 
Who  play  at  Weftminfter  vnarm'd  at  Barriers  : 
Nor  gamfter  for  thofe  Common-pleas  am  I, 
Whofe  fport  is  marred,  by  the  Chancery. 

I  haue  no  iuggling  hand,  no  double  tongue  ; 
Nor  any  minde  to  take,  or  doe  a  wrong. 

/  haue 
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I  haue  no  fhifts  or  cunning  Heights,  on  which 
I  feed  my  felfe,  with  hope  of  being  rich. 
Nor  hatie  I  one  of  thefe,  to  make  me  poore  ; 
Hounds,  Humors,  running  Horfes,  Haukes,  or  Whore. 

/  haue  no  pleafure  in  acquaintance,  where 
The  Rules  of  State,  and  Ceremony,  are 
Obferu'd  fo  ferioufly ;  that  I  muft  daunce, 
And  a6l  o're  all  the  Complements  of  France, 
And  Spaine,  and  Italy  ;  before  I  can 
Be  taken,  for  a  well-bred  Englifhman : 
And  euery  time  we  meet,  be  forc't  agen, 
To  put  in  a<5tion  that  moft  idle  Sceane. 
Mong  thefe,  much  precious  time  (vnto  my  coft) 
And  much  true-hearty  meaning  haue  I  loft. 
Which  hauing  found  :  I  doe  refolue  therefore, 
To  lofe  my  Time,  and  Friendfhip,  fo  no  more. 

/  haue  no  Complements  ;  but  what  may  mow, 
That  I  doe  manners,  and  good  breeding  know. 
For  much  I  hate,  the  forced,  Apifh  tricks, 
Of  thofe  our  home-difdaining  Politicks  : 
Who  to  the  Forraine  guife  are  fo  affected, 
That  Englijh  Honefty  is  quite  reiected  : 
And  in  the  ftead  thereof ;  they  furnifht  home, 
With  fhaddowes  of  Humanity  doe  come. 
Oh !  how  Judicious  in  their  owne  efbeeme, 
And  how  compleatly,  Trauelled  they  feeme  ; 
If  in  the  place  of  reall  kindneffes, 
(Which  Nature  could,  haue  taught  them  to  expreffe) 
They  can  with  geftures,  lookes,  and  language  fweet, 
Fawne  like  a  Curtezan,  on  all  they  meet : 

B  And 
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And  vie,  in  humble  and  kind  fpeaches  ;  when, 
They  doe  moft  proudly,  and  moft  falfely  meane. 

On  this  ;  too  many  falfely  fet  their  face, 
Of  Courtfhip  and  of  wifedome  :  but  tis  bafe. 
For,  feruile  (vnto  me)  it  doth  appeare, 
When  we  defcend,  to  footh  and  flatter,  where 
We  want  affe&ion  :  yea,  I  hate  it  more, 
Then  to  be  borne  a  flaue  ;  or  to  be  poore. 
/  haue  no  pleafure,  or  delight  in  ought, 
That  by  diffembling,  muft  to  paffe  be  brought. 
If  I  diflike,  Tie  fooner  tell  them  fo, 
Then  hide  my  fate,  beneath  a  friendly  fhow. 
For  he,  who  to  be  iuft,  hath  an  intent, 
Needs  nor  diffemble,  nor  a  lye  inuent 
I  rather  wifh  to  faile  with  honeftie, 
Then  to  preuaile  in  ought  by  treacherie. 
And  Avith  this  minde,  I'le  fafer  fleepe,  then  all 
Our  Machauillian  Polititians  fhall. 

/  haue  no  Minde  to  flatter ;  though  I  might, 
Be  made  fome  Lords  companion ;  or  a  Knight. 
Nor  fhall  my  Verfe  for  me  on  begging  goe, 
Though  I  might  ftarue,  vnleffe  it  did  doe  fo. 

/  haue  no  Mufes  that  will  ferue  the  turne, 
At  euery  Triumph  ;  and  reioyce  or  mourne, 
Vpon  a  minutes  warning  for  their  hire  ; 
If  with  old  Sherry  they  themfelues  infpire. 
I  am  not  of  a  temper,  like  to  thofe 
That  can  prouide  an  houres  fad  talke  in  Profe, 
For  any  Funerall ;  and  then  goe  Dine, 
And  choke  my  griefe,  with  Sugar-plums  and  Wine. 

I  can- 
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I  cannot  at  the  Claret  fit  and  laugh, 

And  then  halfe  tipfie,  write  an  Epitaph ; 

Or  howle  an  Epiccedium  for  each  Groome, 

That  is,  by  Fraud,  or  Nigardize,  become 

A  welthy  Alderman  :  Nor,  for  each  Gull, 

That  hath  acquir'd,  the  ftile  of  Worfhipfull, 

I  cannot  for  reward  adorne  the  Hearfe, 

Of  fome  old  rotten  Mifer,  with  my  Verfe  : 

Nor  like  the  Poetajlers  of  the  Time  ; 

Goe  howle  a  dolefull  Elegie  in  Ryme, 

For  euery  Lord  or  Ladifhip  that  dyes  : 

And  then  perplex  their  Heires,  to  Patronize 

That  muddy  Poefie.     Oh  !  how  I  fcorne, 

Thofe  Raptures,  which  are  free,  and  nobly  borne, 

Should  Fidler-like,  for  entertainment  fcrape 

At  ftrangers  windowes  :  and  goe  play  the  Ape, 

In  counterfeiting  Paffion,  when  ther's  none. 

Or  in  good  earnefl,  foolifhly  bemoane 

fin  hope  of  curfed  bounty)  their  iuft  death  ; 

Who,  fliuingj  merrit  not,  a  minutes  breath 

To  keepe  their  Fame  aliue,  vnles  to  blow, 

Some  Trumpet  which  their  blacke  difgrace  may  fhow. 

I  cannot  (for  my  life)  my  Pen  compell, 
Vpon  the  praife  of  any  man  to  dwell  ; 
Vnleffe  I  know,  (or  thinke  at  leaftj  his  worth, 
To  be  the  fame,  which  I  haue  blazed  forth. 
Had  I,  fome  honefb  Suit ;  the  gaine  of  which, 
Would  make  me  noble,  eminent,  and  rich : 
And  that  to  compaffe  it,  no  meanes  there  were 
Vnleffe  I  bafely  flatter'd  fome  great  Peere ; 
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Would  with  that  Suite,  my  ruine  I  might  get : 
If  on  thofe  termes  I  would  endeauour  it. 

/  haue  not  bin  to  their  condition  borne, 
Who  are  enclyned  to  refpe6t,  and  fcorne ; 
As  men  in  their  eftates,  doe  rife  or  fall : 
Or  rich,  or  poore,  I  Vertue  loue  in  all. 
And  where  I  find  it  not,  I  doe  difpife 
To  fawn  on  them  ;  how  high  fo-e're  they  rife. 
For,  where  proud  Greatneffe  without  worth  I  fee : 
Old  Mordecay  had  not  a  fliffer  knee. 

I  cannot  giue  a  Plaudit  (I  proteft) 
When  as  his  Lordfhip  thinks,  he  breakes  a  leaft  : 
Vnles  it  moue  me  ;  neither  can  I  grin, 
When  he  a  caufeles  laughter  doth  begin. 
I  cannot  fweare  him,  truely  honourable  ; 
Becaufe  he  once  receiu'd  me  to  his  table : 
And  talk't,  as  if  the  Mufes  glad  might  be, 
That  he  vouchfafed  fuch  a  grace  to  me. 
His  flender  worth,  I  could  not  blazon  fo, 
By  ftrange  Hyperboles,  as  fome  would  do. 
Or  wonder  at  it,  as  if  none  had  bin 
His  equall,  fmce  King  William  firft  came  in. 
Nor  can  I  thinke  true  Vertiie  euer  car'd 
To  giue  or  take,  (for  praife)  what  I  haue  heard. 

For,  if  we  peyze  them  well ;  what  goodly  grace, 
Haue  outward  Beauties,  Riches,  Titles,  Place, 
Or  fuch  ;  that  we,  the  owners  fhould  commend, 
When  no  true  vertues,  doe  on  thefe  attend  ? 
If  beautifull  he  be,  what  honor's  that  ? 
As  fayre  as  he,  is  many  a  Beggers  brat. 

If 
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If  we,  his  noble  Titles  would  extoll ; 
Thofe  Titles,  he  may  'haue  and  be  a  fool. 
If  Seats  of  luftice  he  hath  climb'd  (we  fay) 
So  Tyrants,  and  corrupt  oppreffors  may. 
If  for  a  large  eftate  his  praife  we  tell : 
A  thoufand  Villaines,  may  be  praif  d  as  well. 
If  he,  his  Princes  good  efteeme  be  in  ; 
Why,  fo  hath  many  a  bloudy  Traytor  bin. 
And  if  in  thefe  things  he  alone  excell, 
Let  thofe  that  lift,  vpon  his  praifes  dwell. 
Some  other  worth  I  find,  e're  I  haue  fenfe 
Of  any  praife-deferuing  excellence. 

/  haue  no  friends,  that  once  affected  were, 
But  to  my  heart,  they  fit  this  day  as  neare, 
As  when  I  moft  endeard  them  (though  they  feeme, 
To  fall  from  my  opinion  or  efteeme  :) 
For  pretious  Time,  in  idle  would  be  fpent ; 
If  I  with  All,  mould  alwayes  complement. 
And  till,  my  loue  I  may  to  purpofe  fhow  ; 
I  care  not  wher'  they  thinke  I  loue  or  no. 
For  fure  I  am,  if  any  find  me  chang'd  ; 
Their  greatnes,  not  their  meanneffe  me  eftrang'd. 

/  haue  not  priz'd  mens  loues,  the  leffe  or  more, 
Becaufe  I  faw  them,  either  rich,  or  poore ; 
But  as  their  loue,  and  Vertues  did  appeare, 
I  fuch  efteem'd  them,  whofoe're  they  were. 

/  haue  no  truft,  or  confidence  in  friends, 
That  feek  to  know  me,  meerely  for  their  ends, 
Nor  haue  I  euer  faid,  /  toned,  yet ; 
Where  I  expected  more  then  Loue  for  it, 
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And  let  me  faile  of  that  where  moft  I  lou'd, 
If  that  with  greater  ioy  I  be  not  mou'd 
By  twenty-fold,  when  I  my  kindenes  fhow, 
Then  when  their  fauours  they  on  me  beftow. 

/  haue  not  that  vile  mind  ;  nor  fhall  my  breft 
For  euer,  with  fuch  bafenes  be  poffeft ; 
As  in  my  anger  (be  it  ne're  fo  mil) 
To  vtter  ought  committed  to  my  truffc 
In  time  of  friendfhip  :  though  confbrained  fo, 
That  want  of  telling  it,  mould  me  vndo. 
For,  whofoe're  hath  trufh  repof'd  in  me ; 
Shall  euer  find  me  true,  though  falfe  he  be. 

/  haue  no  loue  to  Country,  Prince  or  Friend  ; 
That  can  be  more,  or  leffe,  or  haue  an  end. 
For  whatfoeuer  ftate  they  rais'd  me  to  ; 
I  would  not  loue  them,  better  then  I  do. 
Nor  cann  I  hate  them  ;  though  on  me  they  mould 
Heape  all  the  fcorne,  and  iniury  they  could. 

/  haue  no  doting  humor,  to  affect 
Where  loue  I  finde  rewarded  with  neglect, 
I  neuer  was  with  melancholy  fit 
Oppreffed  in  fuch  fbupid  manner,  yet, 
As  that  vngently  to  my  friends  I  fpake  ; 
Or  heed  to  their  contentment,  did  not  take : 
Nor  haue  I  felt  my  Anger  fo  inflam'd 
But  that  with  gentle  fpeach  it  might  be  tam'd. 

/  haue  no  priuate  caufe  of  difcontent ; 
Nor  grudge  againft  the  publike  gouernment. 
/  haue  no  fpight,  or  enuy  in  my  breft, 
Nor  doth  anothers  peace  difturbe  my  reft. 

/  haue 
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I  hane  not  (yet)  that  dunghill  humour,  which 
Some  Great-men  haue ;  who,  fo  they  may  be  rich, 
Thinke  all  gaine  fweet,  and  nought  afhamed  are, 
In  vile,  and  rafcall  Suites  to  haue  a  mare. 
For  I  their  bafenes  fcorne  :  and  euer  loth'd 
By  wronging  others,  to  be  fed  or  cloth'd. 
Much  more,  to  haue  my  pride,  or  luft  maintain'd, 
With  what,  by  foule  oppreffion  hath  bene  gain'd. 

/  haue  not  bene  enamor'd  on  the  Fate 
Of  men,  to  great  aduancements  fortunate. 
I  neuer  yet  a  Fauorite  did  fee 
So  happy,  that  I  wifhed  to  be  hee  : 
Nor  would  I,  whatfoe're  of  me  became  ; 
Be  any  other  man,  but  who  I  am. 
For,  though  I  am  affur'd  the  defhiny 
Of  millions  tendeth  to  felicity  : 
Yet,  thofe  deare  fecret  comforts,  which  I  finde, 
Vnfeene,  within  the  clofet  of  my  minde  : 
Giue  more  affurance  of  true  happines, 
Then  any  outward  glories  can  expreffe. 
And  'tis  fo  hard,  (what  fhewes  foe're  there  be) 
The  inward  plight  of  other  men  to  fee  : 
That  my  eftate,  with  none  exchange  I  dare, 
Although  my  Fortunes  more  difpifed  were. 

I  haue  not  hitherto  divulged  ought, 
Wherein  my  wordes  diffented  from  my  thought. 
Nor  would  I  faile  ;  if  I  might  able  be, 
To  make  my  manners,  and  my  words  agree. 
7  haue  not  bene  afhamed  to  confeffe 
My  lowefb  Fortunes,  or  the  kindneffes, 
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Of  pooreft  men :  Nor  haue  I  proud  beene  made, 
By  any  fauour  from  a  great  Man,  had 

/  haue  not  plac't  fo  much  of  my  Content, 
Vpon  the  goods  of  Fortune,  to  lament 
The  loffe  of  them  ;  more  then  may  feemely  be, 
To  grieue  for  things,  which  are  no  part  of  me. 
For,  I  haue  knowne  the  worft  of  being  poore  ; 
Yea  loft,  when  I  to  lofe  haue  had  no  more, 
And  though,  the  Coward  World  more  quakes  for  feare 
Of  Pouerty,  then  any  plagues  that  are  : 
Yet,  He  that  mindes  his  End,  obferues  his  Ward, 
The  Meanes  perfues,  and  keepes  a  heart  prepar'd  : 
Dares,  Scorne,  and  Pouerty  as  boldly  meete ; 
As  others  gladly,  Fame,  and  Riches  greet. 
For  thofe,  who  on  the  ftage  of  this  proud  World, 
Into  the  pawes  of  Want  and  Scorne  are  hurld  : 
Are  in  the  Mafter-prize,  that  trieth  men  ; 
And  Vertue  fighteth  her  brau'ft  Combat,  then. 

/  no  Antipathy  (as  yet)  haue  had, 
Twixt  me,  and  any  Creature,  God  hath  made : 
For  if  they  doe  not  fcratch,  nor  bite,  nor  fting, 
Snakes,  Serpents,  Todes,  or  Catts,  or  any  thing 
I  can  endure  to  touch,  or  looke  vpon  : 
(So  cannot  eu'ry  one  whom  I  haue  knowne.) 

/  haue  no  Nation  on  the  earth  abhord, 
But  with  a  lewe,  or  Spaniard  can  accord, 
As  well,  as  with  my  Brother ;  if  I  finde 
He  beares  a  Vertuous,  and  Heroicke  minde. 

Yet  (I  confeffe)  of  all  men,  I  moft  hate 
Such,  as  their  manners  doe  adulterate. 

Thofe 
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Thofe  Linfy-woolfie  people,  who  are  neither 
French,  Englijh,  Scotffi,  nor  Dutch  :  but  altogether 
Thofe,  I  affe6l  not ;  rather  wifh  I  could, 
That  they  were  fifh,  or  flefh,  or  hott,  or  cold  : 
But  none  among  all  them,  worfe  brooke  I,  then 
Our  meere  Hifpaniolized  Englifh  men. 
And  if  we  fcape  their  Trecheries  at  home, 
Tie  feare  no  mifchiefes,  wherefo  e're  I  come. 

/  Jiaue  not  fear'd  who  my  Religion  knowes  : 
Nor  euer  for  preferment,  made  I  fhowes 
Of  what  I  was  not     For,  although  I  may 
Through  want,  be  forc't,  to  put  on  worfe  array, 
Vpon  my  Body  ;  I  will  euer  finde, 
Meanes  to  maintaine,  a  habit  for  my  Minde, 
Of  Truth  in  graine :  and  weare  it,  in  the  fight 
Of  all  the  world  ;  in  all  the  worlds  defpight. 

/,  their  prefumption,  haue  not,  who  dare  blame, 
A  fault  in  others  ;  and  correct  the  fame 
With  grieuous  punifhments  :  yet  guilty  be, 
Of  thofe  offences  in  more  high  degree. 
For,  oh  !  how  bold,  and  impudent  a  face, 
(And  what  vnmoued  hearts  of  Flint  and  Braffe) 
Haue  thofe  corrupted  Magiftrates,  who  dare, 
Vpon  the  feat  of  Judgment  fit ;  and  there 
Without  an  inward  horror  preach  abroad, 
The  guilt  of  Sinne,  and  heauy  wrath  of  God  ; 
(Againft  offenders  pleading  at  their  Barr) 
Yet  know,  what  plots,  within  their  bofomes  are  ? 
Who  ;  when  ( enthron'd  for  luftice )  they  behold, 
A  reuerend  Magiftrate,  both  graue,  and  old : 

And 
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And  heare  how  fternly,  he  doth  aggrauate 

Each  little  cryme,  offenders  perpetrate  : 

How  much  the  fa6i  he  feemeth  to  abhorr ; 

How  he,  a  iuft  correction  labours  for ; 

How  he  admires,  and  wonders  that  among 

A  people,  where  the  Faith  hath  florilht  long, 

Such  wickednes  mould  raigne  which  ( he  hath  heard) 

The  Heathen  to  commit,  haue  bin  affeard. 

Who,  that  obferues  all  this  ;  would  thinke  that  He 
Did  but  an  houre  before,  receiue  a  fee, 
Some  Innocent  (  by  lawe)  to  murther  there  ? 
Or  elfe,  from  Children  fatherles  to  teare 
Their  iuft  Inheritance  f  and  that  when  this 
Were  done  (as  if  that  nought  had  beene  amiffe) 
He  could  goe  fleepe  vpon  a  deed  fo  foule ; 
And  neither  thinke  on  mans,  or  Gods  controule  ? 
I  haue  not  a  ftupidity  fo  madd, 
And  this  prefumption,  I  would  no  man  hadd. 

/  haue  no  queftion  made,  but  fome  there  are, 
Who,  v/hen  of  this  my  Motto  they  fhall  heare  ; 
Will  haue  a  better  flomack,  to  procure 
That  I  may  check,  or  punimment  endure, 
Then  their  owne  euill  manners  to  amend  : 
For  that's  a  worke,  they  cannot  yet  intend. 
And  though,  they  many  view  (before  their  face) 
Fal'ne,  and  each  minute  falling  to  difgrace ; 
(For  leffe  offences  farr  then  they  commit j 
Without  remorfe,  and  penitence  they  fit. 
As  if  that  They,  fand  they  alone,)  had  binne, 
Without  the  compaffe  of  reproofe  of  finne. 

I  haue 
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I  haue  no  great  opinion  of  their  witt, 
Nor  euer  faw  their  actions  profper,  yet, 
Who  wedded  to  their  owne  deuifes  be  ; 
And  will  nor  counfell  heare,  nor  danger  fee, 
That  is  foretold  them  by  their  trueft  friends  : 
But  rather,  lift  to  them,  who  for  their  ends 
Doe  footh  their  fancies.     And  the  beft  excufe, 
That  fuch  men  can,  to  hide  their  folly  vfe  ; 
(When  all  their  idle  proiects  come  to  nought,! 
Are  thefe  words  of  the  foole.     /  had  not  thought. 

I  haue  not  their  delight,  who  pleafure  take 
At  Natures  imperfections  skoffs  to  make. 
Nor  haue  I  bitternes  againft  that  fmne 
Which  thorow  weakenes  hath  committed  binn, 
( For  I  my  felfe,  am  to  offences  prone  ; 
And  euery  day  commit  I  many  a  one ) 
But  at  their  hatefull  crymes  I  onely  glance 
That  fmne  of  pleafure,  pride,  and  arrogance. 

/  haue  not  fo  much  knowledge  as  to  call 
The  Arts  in  queftion  ;  neither  wit  fo  fmall 
To  waft  my  fpirits,  thofe  things  to  attaine ; 
Which  all  the  world  hath  labour'd  for  in  vaine, 
/  haue  not  fo  much  beauty,  to  attract 
The  eyes  of  Ladies  :  neither  haue  I  lackt 
Of  that  proportion  which  doth  well  fuffize 
To  make  me  gratious,  in  good  peoples  eyes. 

/  haue  not  done,  fo  many  a  holy  deed  ; 
As  that  of  IE  S  VS  CHRIS  T,  I  haue  no  need. 
And  my  good-works  I  hope  are  not  fo  few  ; 
But  that  in  me  a  liuing  Faith  they  fliew. 

/  \\aue 
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I  haue  not  found  ability  fo  much, 
To  carry  Milftones  ;  yea,  and  were  it  fuch, 
I  fhould  not  greatly  vaunt  it :  for,  in  this, 
A  fcuruey  pack  horfe  farr  my  better  is. 
I  loue  his  manly  ftrength,  that  can  refift 
His  owne  defires  :  force  paffage  when  he  lift 
Through  all  his  ftrong  affections,  and  fubdue, 
The  flout  attempts  of  that  rebellious  crewe. 
This,  were  a  brauer  ftrength  then  Sampfon  got : 
And  this,  I  couet,  but  /  hatie  it  not. 

I  haue  not  fo  much  heedlefnes  of  things, 
Which  appertaine  vnto  the  Courts  of  Kings  ; 
But  that  from  my  low  ftation,  I  can  fee 
A  Princes  loue  may  oft  abufed  be. 
For  many  men  their  countrie  iniure  dare 
At  home ;  where,  all  our  eyes  vpon  them  are. 
And  (of  the  worlds  Protestor)  I  implore, 
The  truft  abroad,  be  not  abufed  more. 

/  haue  no  Brother,  but  of  younger  age, 
Nor  haue  I  Birth-right  without  heritage  : 
And  with  that  land,  let  me  inherit  fhame  ; 
Vnleffe  I  grieue  when  I  poffeffe  the  fame. 

The  value  of  a  penny  haue  I  not, 
That  was  by  bribery,  or  extortion  got. 
/  haue  no  Lands  that  from  the  Church  were  pild, 
To  bring  (hereafter )  ruine  to  my  childe. 
And  hetherto,  I  thinke,  I  haue  beene  free 
From  Widdowes,  or  from  Orphans  curfmg  me. 

The  Spleene,  the  Collicke,  or  the  Lethargy 
Gouts,  Palfies,  Dropjies,  or  a  Lunacy. 

I  (by 


648 


WITHERS  MOTTO. 

I  ( by  inheritance )  haue  none  of  thefe  : 
Nor  raigning  fmne  ;  nor  any  foule  difeafe. 

/  haue  no  debts,  but  fuch  as  ( when  I  can ) 
I  meane  to  pay  ;  nor  is  there  any  man, 
(To  whom  I  ftand  ingag'd  by  ought  I  borrow) 
Shall  loffe  fuftaine,  though  I  fhould  die  to  morrow. 
And  if  they  fhould  (fo  much  my  friends  they  be) 
Their  greatefl  loffe  the'le  thinke  the  loffe  of  me. 
And  well  they  know,  I  tooke  not  what  they  lent, 
To  wrong  their  loues,  or  to  be  idly  fpent. 

Except  the  Deuill,  and  that  curfed  brood, 
Which  haue  dependance  on  his  Deuil-hood 
I  know  no  foes  /  hatie ;  for,  if  there  be, 
In  none,  more  malice,  then  I  finde  in  me : 
The  earth,  that  man  (at  this  time)  doth  not  beare 
Who  would  not,  if  fome  iuft  occafions  were  ; 
(Eu'n  in  his  height  of  fpleene,)  my  life  to  faue, 
Aduenture  with  one  foot,  into  his  graue. 

To  make  me  carefull ;  Children  I  haue  none ; 
Nor  kaue,  I  any  Wife  to  get  them  on  ; 
Nor  haue  /,  (yet  to  keepe  her,  had  I  one  ; 
Nor  can  this  fpoile  my  Marr'age  being  knowne. 
Since  I  am  fure,  I  was  not  borne  for  her, 
That  mail  before  my  worth,  her  wealth  prefer : 
For,  I  doe  fet  my  Vertues,  at  a  rate 
As  high  as  any  prife  their  Riches  at. 
And  if  All  count,  the  venture  too  much  coft, 
In  keeping  it  my  felfe  there's  nothing  loft. 
For,  fhe  I  wedd,  fhall  fomewhat  thinke  in  me 
More  worthy  Loue,  then  great  reuenues  be. 

And 
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And  if  I  find  not  one,  of  fuch  a  mind, 
(As  fuch  indeed,  are  Jewels  rare  to  find) 
He  clafped  in  mine  owne  embraces  lye  : 
And  neuer  touch  a  woman  till  I  dye. 

For,  fhall  a  Fellow,  whom  (the  Vfurer) 
His  father,  by  extortion  did  prefer 
Vnto  an  heritage  in  value  cleare, 
Aboue  foure  times  a  thoufand  pounds  a  yeare 
So  worthy,  or  fo  confident  become  ? 
(By  meanes  of  that  his  goodly  annuall  fumme, 
Which  may  be  loft  to  morrow)  as  to  dare 
Attempt  a  Nymph  of  Honor  for  his  pheare  ? 
Shall  he,  that  hath  with  thofe  foure  thoufand  pounds 
A  gaming  vaine  ;  a  deepe-mouth'd  cry  of  Hounds, 
Three  caft  of  Hawkes,  of  Whores  as  many  brace, 
Six  hunting  Naggs,  and  fiue  more  for  the  race  : 
(Perhaps  a  numerous  brood  of  fight  ing- Cocks) 
Phifitians,  Barbers,  Surgeans  for  the  Pox  ; 
And  twenty  other  humors  to  maintaine  ; 
fBefide  the  yeerely  charges  of  his  trainej 
With  this  reuenue  ?     Moft  of  which,  or  all 
To  morgage  muft  be  fet ;  perhaps  to  fale 
To  pay  his  creditors,  and  yet  all  faile 
To  keepe  his  crafie  body  from  the  laile  ? 
Shall  this  dull  Foole,  with  his  vncertaine  ftore 
(And  in  all  honefly  and  Vertues  poore) 
Hope  for  a  Miftreffe,  noble,  rich,  and  faire  f 
And  is  it  likely,  that  I  can  difpaire 
To  be  as  happy,  if  I  feeke  it  would  ? 
Who  fuch  a  matchleffe  fortune  haue  in  hold  ; 

That 


650 


WITHERS  MOTTO. 

That  though  the  World  my  mine  plot  and  threat, 
I  can  in  fpight  of  it  be  rich,  and  great  ? 

A  filly  Girle,  no  fooner  vnderftands, 
That  fhee  is  left  in  Portion,  or  in  Lands  ; 
So  large  a  fortune,  that  it  doth  excell 
The  greateft  part,  who  neare  about  her  dwell : 
But  ftraight  begins  to  rate,  and  prize  her  felfe 
According  to  the  value  of  her  pelfe. 
And  though  to  Gentry,  nor  good  breeding  born  ; 
Can  all,  that  haue  eftates  beneath  her,  fcorn. 

This  witt  a  Woman  hath  ;  and  fhall  not  I, 
Who  know  I  haue  a  Wealth,  which  none  can  buy 
For  all  the  world  ;  expect  a  nobler  phere 
Then  futes  vnto  a  hundred  pounds  a  yeere  ? 
Shall  loue  of  Truth,  and  Vertue  make  of  me 
A  match  no  better  worthy,  then  is  He 
Who  knowes  not  what  they  meane,  and  doth  poffeffe 
In  outward  fortunes  neither  more  nor  leffe  ? 

Haue  I  oft  heard  fo  many  fayre  ones  plaine 
How  fruitles  Titles  are  ?  how  poore  and  vaine 
They  found  rich  greatnes,  where  they  did  not  find, 
True  Loue,  and  the  endowments  of  the  mind  ? 
Haue  fayrefb  Ladies  often  fworne  to  me 
That  if  they  might,  but  onely,  Miftreffe  be 
Of  true  affection  ;  they  would  prize  it  more 
Then  all  thofe  glories,  which  the  mofh  adore  f 
Haue  I  obferu'd  how  hard  it  is  to  find 
A  conftant  heart  ?  a  iuft  and  honeft  mind  ? 
How  few  good  natures  in  the  world  there  are, 
How  fcanty  true  affection  is  ?  how  rare  ? 

And 
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And  mall  I  paffe  as  true  a  Heart  away, 

As  hath  conceiu'd  an  honeft  thought  to  day ; 

As  if  in  value  to  no  more  it  came, 

Then  would  endear  me  to  a  vulgar  Dame 

On  equall  termes  ?  or  elfe  vndoe  me  with 

Some  old  rich  Croan,  that  hath  outliu'd  her  teeth  ? 

Tie  rather  breake  it  with  proud  fcorne  ;  that  dead, 

The  wormes  may  rifle  for  my  May  den-head, 

I  haue  no  loue  to  beauties,  which  are  gone 
Much  like  a  Rofe  in  lune,  affoone  as  blowne. 
Thofe  painted  Cabinets  and  nought  within, 
Haue  little  power  my  refpect  to  win. 
Nor  haue  7,  yet,  that  ftupid  loue  to  pelfe. 
As  for  the  hope  thereof,  to  yoke  my  felfe 
With  any  female  ;  betwixt  whom,  and  me, 
There  could  not  in  the  foule,  a  marriage  be. 
For  whofoeuer  ioyne  without  that  care  ; 
Fooles,  and  accurfed  in  their  matches  are : 
And  fo  are  you,  that  either  heare  or  view 
What  I  auerr ;  vnleffe  you  thinke  it  true. 

/  haue  no  meaning,  whenfoere  I  wed, 
That  my  companion,  fhall  become  my  head. 
Nor  would  I  ( if  I  meant  to  keepe  my  right ) 
So  much  as  fay  fo,  though  that  win  her  might, 
Not  though  a  Ducheffe  :  for,  the  meanes  He  vfe 
To  keepe  my  worth,  though  my  reward  I  loofe. 
Yea,  from  a  prifon  had  fhe  raifed  me, 
Lord  of  her  fortunes,  and  her  Selfe  to  be  : 
I  that  refpecl,  would  ftill  exfpect  to  haue, 
Which  might  become  her  Husband  ;  not  her  flaue. 

And 
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And  fliould  I  fpoufe  a  Begger ;  I  would  fhew, 
What  loue,  and  honor,  to  a  wife  were  due. 
/  hane  not,  yet,  of  any  skorned  binn  ; 
Whofe  good  opinion,  I  haue  fought  to  winn. 
Nor  haue  I  fwhen  I  meane  to  woej  a  feare, 
That  any  man,  fliall  make  me,  willow  weare. 

/  haue  not  eyes  fo  excellent,  to  fee 
Things  (as  fome  men  can  do)  before  they  be. 
Nor  purblinde  fight ;  which  crymes  farre  off  can  mark 
Yet  feeme,  to  faults,  which  are  more  neare  me,  dark. 
/  haue  not  eares  for  euery  tale  that's  told  : 
Nor  memory,  things  friuelous  to  hold. 
/  haue  not  their  credulity  that  dare, 
Giue  credit  vnto  all  reports  they  heare. 
Nor  haue  I  fubiect  to  their  dulnes  beene, 
Who  can  beleeue  no  more  then  they  haue  feene. 

/  haue  no  feeling  of  thofe  wrongs  that  be 
By  bafe  vnworthy  fellowes,  offerd  me  : 
For,  my  contentment ;  and  my  glory,  lyes 
Aboue  the  pitch,  their  fpight,  or  malice  flyes. 

/  haue  not  neede  enough,  as  yet,  to  ferue  ; 
Nor  impudence  to  craue,  till  I  deferue. 
/  haue  no  hope,  the  worlds  efteeme  to  get : 
Nor  could  a  foole,  or  knaue,  e're  brooke  me  yet. 
/  haue  not  villany  enough,  to  prey 
Vpon  the  weake  :  or  friendfhip  to  betray, 
Nor  haue  I  fo  much  loue  to  life,  that  I 
Would  feeke  to  faue  it  by  difhonefty  ; 

/  haue  not  Cowardife  enough  to  feare, 
In  honeft  a6lions  ;  though  my  death  be  there : 

C  Nor 
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Nor  heart,  to  perpetrate  a  wilfull  fmne  : 
Though  I  with  fafety,  large  renowne  might  winne  ; 
And  for  omitting  it,  were  fure  to  dye, 
Ne'r  to  be  thought  on,  but  with  infamy. 

/  haue  not  their  bafe  cruelty,  who  can 
Infult,  vpon  an  ouer-grieued  man  : 
Or  tread  on  him,  that  at  my  feet  doth  bow. 
For,  I  proteft,  no  villany  I  know 
That  could  be  done  me  ;  but  if  I  perceiu'd 
(Or  thought)  the  doer,  without  faigning  grieu'd  : 
I  truely  could  forgiue  him  ;  as  if  hee 
Had  neuer  in  a  thought  abufed  mee. 
And  if  my  loue  to  mercy,  I  belye 
Let  God  deny  me  mercy  when  I  dye. 

/  haue  not  that  vnhappineffe,  to  be 
A  Rich  mans  Sonne  ;  For  he  had  trained  me, 
In  fome  vaine  path  ;  and  I  had  neuer  fought, 
That  knowledge  which  my  pouerty  hath  taught  ? 

I  haue  no  inclination  to  refpect 
Each  vulgar  complement,  nor  neglect 
An  honeft  fhew  of  friendfhip  :  For,  I  fweare, 
I  rather  wifh,  that  I  deceiued  were  ; 
Then  of  fo  bafe  a  difpofition  be, 
As  to  diftruft,  till  caufe  were  giuen  me. 

/  haue  no  Conftitution,  to  accord 
To  ought  difhoneft,  fooner  for  a  Lord, 
Then  for  his  meaneft  Groome  ;  and  hopes  there  be 
It  neuer  will  be  otherwife  with  me. 

/  haue  no  pollicies  to  make  me  feeme 
A  man  well  worthy  of  the  worlds  efteeme. 
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Nor  haue  I  hope,  I  fhall  hereafter  grow, 
To  any  more  regard,  for  faying  fo  ; 

/  haue  no  doubt,  though  here  a  flighted  thing  ; 
But  I  am  fauorite,  to  Heau'ns  great  King. 
Nor  haue  I  feare  but  all  thats  good  in  me ; 
Shall  in  my  Life,  or  Death,  rewarded  be. 

But  yet,  /  haue  not  that  attain'd,  for  which 
Thofe  who  account  this  nothing,  thinke  me  rich : 
Nor  that,  which  they  doe  reckon  worth  efteeme ; 
To  whom  the  riches  of  the  minde,  doe  feeme 
A  fcornefull  pouerty.     But  let  that  go, 
Men  cannot  prize  the  Pearles  they  doe  not  know. 
Nor  haue  I  power  to  teach  them  :  for  if  I, 
Should  here  confume  my  gift  of  Poefie  : 
( And  wholy  waft  my  fpirits,  to  expreffe 
What  rich  contents,  a  poore  eftate  may  bleffe) 
It  were  impoffible,  to  moue  the  fenfe 
Of  thofe  braue  things,  in  their  intelligence, 

I  haue  not  found,  on  what  I  may  relie  ; 
Vnleffe  it  carry  fome  Diuinitie 
To  make  me  confident :  for,  all  the  glory, 
And  all  hopes  faile  ;  in  things  meere  tranfitory. 

What  man  is  there  among  vs,  doth  not  knower 
A  thoufand  men,  this  night  to  bed  will  goe, 
Of  many  a  hundred  goodly  things  poffefl ; 
That  fhall  haue  nought  to  morrow  but  a  Cheft, 
And  one  poore  Sheet  to  lie  in  ?    What  I  may, 
Next  morning  haue,  I  know  not ;  But  to  day, 
A  Friend,  Meat,  Drinke,  and  fitting  Clothes  to  weare  ; 
Some  Bookes  and  Papers,  which  my  Jewels  are ; 
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A  Seruant  and  a  Horfe :  all  this  I  haue, 
And  when  I  dye,  one  promift  me  a  Graue. 
A  Graue ;  that  quiet  clofet  of  Content : 
And  I  haue  built  my  felfe  a  Monument. 
But  (as  I  Hue)  excepting  onely  this  ; 
(Which  of  my  wealth  the  Inuentory,  is) 
I  haue  fo  little ;  I  my  oath  might  faue  : 
If  I  fhould  take  it,  that  /,  nothing  haue. 

Nec  Careo. 

ANd  yet,  what  Want  I  ?  or  who  knoweth  how, 
I  may  be  richer  made  then  I  am  now  ? 
Or  what  great  Peere,  or  wealthy  Alderman, 
Bequeath,  his  fonne,  fo  great  a  Fortune  can  ? 
I  nothing  want  that  needfull  is  to  haue  ; 
Sought  I  no  more,  then  Nature  bids  me  craue. 
For ;  as  we  fee,  the  frnallefl  Vials,  may 
As  full  as  greateft  Glaffes  be  ;  though  they 
Much  leffe  containe  :  So,  my  fmall  portion  giues 
That  full  content  to  me  ;  in  which  he  Hues, 
Who  moft  poffeffeth  :  and  with  larger  fbore, 
I  might  fill  others,  but  my  felfe,  no  more. 
/  want  not  Temperance,  to  reft  content 
With  what  the  prouidence  of  God,  hath  lent ; 
Nor  want  I  a  fufficiency,  to  know  ; 
Which  way  to  vfe  it,  if  he  more  beftow. 
For,  as  when  me,  one  horfe  would  eafier  beare, 
To  ride  on  two  at  once,  it  madnes  were  : 

And 
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And,  as  when  one  fmal  Bowie  might  quench  my  thi 
To  lift  a  Veffell,  that  my  backe  might  burfl 
Were  wondrous  folly  :  So  abfurd  a  thing, 
It  were  in  me  ;  fhould  I  neglect  a  Spring, 
(Whofe  plenty  may  a  Countries  want  fupply) 
To  dwell  by  fome  fmall  Poole  that  would  be  dry. 
If  therefore,  ought  doe  happen  in  the  way  ; 
Which  on  a  iuft  occafion  feeke  I  may : 
/  want  not  refolution,  to  make  tryall ; 
Nor  want  I  patience,  if  I  haue  deniall. 

Men  aske  me  what  Preferment  I  haue  gain'd  ; 
What  riches,  by  my  Studies  are  attain'd  : 
And  thofe  that  fed,  and  fatned  are  with  drafife 
For  their  definition  ;  pleafe  themfelues  to  laugh 
At  my  low  Fate  ;  As  if  I  nought  had  got 
(For  my  enriching)  caufe  they  faw  it  not. 
Alas  !  that  Mole-ey'd  iffue,  cannot  fee, 
What  Patrimonies,  are  beftow'd  on  mee. 
There  is  a  brauer  wealthines,  then  what ; 
They,  (by  aboundance)  haue  arriued  at. 
Had  I  their  wealth  I  mould  not  fleepe  the  more 
Securely  for  it ;  and,  were  I  as  poore 
In  outward  fortunes,  as  men  Shipwrackt  are  ; 
I  fhould,  (of  pouerty)  haue  no  more  feare, 
Then  if  I  had  the  Riches  and  the  powers ; 
Of  all  the  Eafterne  Kings,  and  Emperors. 
For,  graffe  though  trod  into  the  earth  may  grow ; 
And  higefb  Cedars,  haue  an  ouerthrow. 
Yea,  I  haue  feene,  as  many  begger'd  by 
Their  fathers  wealth  ;  and  much  profperity  ; 
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As  haue  by  want  mif-done.     And  for  each  one, 
Whom  by  his  riches,  I  aduanc't  haue  knowne  ; 
I  three  could  reckon,  who  through  being  poore, 
Haue  raifd  their  Fortunes,  and  their  friends  the  more. 

To  what  contents,  doe  men  mofb  wealthy  mount, 
Which  I  inioy  not ;  if  their  Cares  we  count : 
My  cloathing  keepes  me  full  as  warme  as  their, 
My  Meates  vnto  my  tafte,  as  pleafmg  are. 
I  feed  enough  my  hunger  to  fuffice  : 
I  fleep,  till  I  my  felfe,  am  pleafd  to  rife. 
My  Dreames  as  fweet,  and  full  of  quiet  be  : 
My  waking  cares,  as  feldome  trouble  me. 
I  haue  as  oftentimes,  a  Sunny  day : 
And  fport,  and  laugh,  and  fmg,  as  well  as  they. 
I  breath  as  wholfome,  and  as  fweet  an  Ayre  ; 
As  louing  as  my  Miftreffe,  and  as  faire. 
My  body  is  as  healthy ;  and  I  finde, 
As  little  caufe  of  fickneffe,  in  my  minde. 
I  am  as  wife,  I  thinke,  as  fome  of  thofe  ; 
And  oft  my  felfe  as  foolifhly  difpofe  : 
For,  of  the  wifeft,  I  am  none  (as  yet) 
And  I  haue  nigh,  as  little  haire,  as  wit : 
Of  neither,  haue  I  ought  to  let  to  farme, 
Nor  fo  much  want  /,  as  may  keepe  me  warme. 

I  finde  my  Liuer  found,  my  loynts  well  knit : 
Youth,  and  good  Diet,  are  my  Doctors  yet. 
Nor  on  Potatoes,  or  Eringoes  feed  I ; 
No  Meates  refhoratiue,  to  raife  me,  need  I : 
Nor  Amber-greece,  with  other  things  confected, 
To  take  away  the  ftinke,  of  Lungs  infected, 

I  neu'r 
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I  neu'r  in  need  of  Pothicary  flood, 
Or  any  Surgeons  hand  to  let  me  blood  : 
For  fmce  the  Rod,  my  Tutor  hurled  by, 
I  haue  not  medled  with  Phlebotomy. 

As  good  as  other  mens,  my  fenfes  be  ; 
Each  limbe  I  haue,  as  able  is  in  me. 
And  whether  I,  as  louely  be,  or  no  : 
Tis  ten  to  one,  but  fome  doe  thinke  me  fo. 

The  wealthier!  men,  no  benefits  poffeffe, 
But  I  haue  fuch  ;  or  better,  in  their  place. 
As  they  my  low  condition,  can  contemne  ; 
So,  I  know  how  to  fling  a  fcorne  at  them. 
My  Fame,  is  yet  as  faire,  and  flies  as  farre, 
As  fome  mens,  that  with  Titles  laden  are. 
Yea,  by  my  felfe  much  more  I  haue  attain'd, 
Then  many,  haue  with  helpe  of  others  gain'd. 
And  my  efteeme,  I  will  not  change  for  their, 
Whofe  Fortunes  are  ten  thoufand  more  a  yeare. 
Nor  want  I  fo  much  grace,  as  to  confeffe  ; 
That  God  is  Author  of  this  happineffe. 

/  want  not  fo  much  Judgement,  as  to  fee 
There  muft  twixt  men  and  men,  a  difference  be, 
And  I,  of  thofe  in  place,  account  doe  make, 
(Though  they  be  wicked)  for  good  orders  fake. 
But  I  could  ftoope  to  ferue  them  at  their  feete, 
Where  old  Nobility,  and  Vertue  meet. 

To  finde  mine  owne  defects,  /  want  not  fenfe  ; 
Nor  ivant  I  will  to  grieue,  for  my  offence. 
To  fee  my  Friend  mifdoe,  /  want  not  eyes  ; 
Nor  Loue,  to  couer  his  infirmities. 

C  4 
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I  want  not  Spirit,  if  I  once  but  know 

The  way  be  iuft,  and  noble  that  I  goe. 

My  mind's  as  great  as  theirs  that  greateft  are  ; 

Yet,  I  can  make  it  fit  the  clothes  I  weare. 

And  whether  I  afcend,  or  lower  fall : 

I  want  not  hope,  but  I  preferue  it  fhall. 

/  want  no  flanders  ;  neither  want  I  braine, 
To  fcorne  the  Rafcall  rumors,  of  the  vaine 
And  giddy  multitude,  And  (truft  me)  they 
So  farr  vnable  are  to  talke  away 
My  refolution  ;  that  no  more  it  feares 
The  worft  their  ignorance,  or  malice  dares  : 
Then  doth  the  Moone,  when  doggs  and  birds  of  night, 
Doe  barking  ftand,  or  whooting  at  her  light. 
And  if  this  mifchiefe,  no  way  fhun  I  could, 
But  that  they  praife  me,  or  difpraife  me  would  : 
I  rather  wifh,  their  tongues  fhould  blaft  my  name ; 
Then  be  beholding  to  them  for  my  fame. 

/  want  nor  witt,  nor  honefty  enough 
To  keepe  my  hand,  from  fuch  bafe  Rafcall  ftuffe, 
As  ofiLibell:  For,  although  I  fhall 
Sometime  let  flye,  at  Vice  in  generall ; 
I  feare  particulers  ;  Nor  fhall  a  Knaue 
In  my  Lines  Hue,  fo  much  as  fhame  to  haue. 
But  in  his  owne  corruption,  dye,  and  rott ; 
That  all  his  memory  may  be  forgott. 

/  want  not  fo  much  Knowledge,  as  to  know, 
True  Wifedome,  lies  not  in  a  glorious  fhow 
Of  humane  Learning  ;  or  in  being  able 
To  cite  Authorities  innumerable. 

Nor 
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Nor  in  a  new  inuention.     But  that  man, 
Who  make  good  vfe  of  eu'ry  creature  can  : 
And  from  all  things,  that  happen  well,  or  ill, 
Contentment  drawes  ;  ( and  keepes  a  Confcience  dill, 
To  witneffe  his  endeauors  to  be  good, ) 
That  man  is  wifeft ;  though  he  vnderftood 
The  language  of  no  countrey  but  his  owne, 
Nor  euer  had  the  vfe  of  Letters  knowne. 

To  make  faire  fhewes,  of  Honefty  and  Arts  ; 
Of  Knowledge  and  Religion  ;  are  the  parts 
This  Age  doth  ftriue  to  play :  but  few  there  are, 
Who  truly  are  the  fame  they  doe  appeare. 
And  this  is  that,  which  daily  makes  vs  fee 
So  many,  whom  we  honeft  thought  to  be, 
And  Wife,  and  learned,  fwhile  fome  Sceanes  doe  laft) 
Proue  Fooles,  and  Knaues,  before  their  Aft  be  paft. 

/  want  not  fenfe,  of  thofe  Mens  miferies  ; 
Who  lul'd  afleepe  in  their  profperities 
Muft  fhortly  fall ;  and  with  a  heauy  eye 
Behold  their  pompe,  and  pleafures  vanifh  by  : 
And  how  that  Miftreffe  they  fo  doted  on 
(Their  proud  Vaine-glory )  will  with  fcorne  be  gon. 
I  feele  me  thinkes  with  what  a  drooping  heart, 
They,  and  their  ydle  hopes,  begin  to  part  .• 
And  with  what  mighty  burthens  of  vnreft 
Their  poore  diftemperd  foules,  will  be  oppreft. 
How  much  they  will  repent  I  doe  forefee  ; 
How  much  confufed,  and  afham'd  they'l  be, 
And  as  I  praife  their  doome ;  eu'n  fo  I  pray, 
Their  fhame,  and  forrow,  worke  their  comfort  may. 

I  want 
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I  want  not  much  experiment,  to  fhow 
That  all  is  good  God  pleafeth  to  beftow  ; 
(What  fhape  foeuer  he  doth  maske  it  in) 
For  all  my  former  cares,  my  ioyes  haue  bin  : 
And  I  haue  truft,  that  all  my  woes  to  come, 
Will  bring  my  Soule,  eternall  comforts  home. 

I  doe  not  finde,  within  me,  other  feares  ; 
Then  what  to  men,  of  all  degrees  appeares. 
I  haue  a  confcience  that  is  cleane  within ; 
For,  (though  I  guilty  am  of  many  a  finne) 
A  kinde  redeemer,  I  haue  found,  and  he 
His  Righteoufnes  imputeth  vnto  me. 

The  Greateft,  haue  no  Greatnes,  more  then  I, 
In  bearing  out  a  Want,  or  Mifery. 
I  can  afwell,  to  paffion  fet  a  bound  : 
I  brooke  afwell  the  fmarting  of  a  wound. 
Afwell  endure  I,  to  be  hunger-bit ; 
Afwell  can  wreftle,  with  an  ague-fit. 
My  eyes  can  wake  as  long  as  their  I'me  fure  ; 
And  as  much  cold,  or  heat  I  can  endure. 
Yea,  let  my  deareft  friends  excufed  be, 
From  heaping  fcorne,  or  injuries  on  me  ; 
(Come  all  the  world)  and  I  my  heart  can  make, 
To  brooke  as  much,  before  it  fhrinke,  or  breake 
As  theirs,  that  doe  the  nobleft  Titles  were ; 
And  flight  as  much  their  frown  that  might'ft  are, 
For,  if  in  me  at  any  time  appeare, 
A  bafhfulnes  (which  fome  mistitle,  feare) 
It  is  in  doubt,  leaft  I  through  folly  may 
Some  things  vnfitting  me  ;  or  doe,  or  fay  : 


But 
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But  not  that  I  am  fearefull  to  be  fhent ; 
For  dread  of  Men,  or  feare  of  punifhment. 

And  yet,  no  faults  /  want ;  nor  want  in  me, 
Affections  which  in  other  men  there  be. 
Afmuch  I  hate  an  inciuility  ; 
Afmuch  am  taken  with  a  Courtefie  ; 
Afmuch  abhorr  I,  brutifh  Vanities  ; 
Afmuch  allow  I,  Chrifbian  Liberties  ; 
Affoone  an  iniury,  I  can  perceiue  ; 
And  with  as  free  a  heart,  I  can  forgiue. 
My  hand,  in  Anger,  I  as  well  can  ftay  ; 
And  I  dare  ftrike  as  ftout  a  man  as  they  ; 
And  when  I  know,  that  I  amiffe  haue  done  ; 
I  am  as  much  afham'd  as  any  one. 

If  my  afflictions,  more  then  others  be  : 
I  haue  more  comforts,  to  keepe  heart  in  me, 
I  haue  a  Faith  will  carry  me  on  high  : 
Vntill  it  lift  me  to  Eternity. 
I  haue  a  Hope,  that  neither  want,  nor  fpight, 
Nor  grim  Aduerfity,  fhall  flop  this  flight : 
But  that  vndaunted,  I  my  courfe  fhall  hold, 
Though  twenty  thoufand  Deuils  croffe  me  mould. 

Yet  ( I  confeffe )  in  this  my  Pilgrimage, 
I  like  fome  Infant  am,  of  tender  age. 
For,  as  the  Childe,  who  from  his  Father  hath 
Strai'd  in  fome  Groue,  through  many  a  crooked  path  : 
Is  fometime  hopefull,  that  he  findes  the  way  ; 
And  fometime  doubtfull,  he  runs  more  aflray. 
Sometime,  with  faire,  and  eafie  paths,  doth  meet ; 
Sometime  with  rougher  tracts,  that  flay  his  feet. 

Here 
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Here  runnes,  there  goes,  and  yon  amazed  ftayes ; 
Now  cries,  and  fhraight  forgets  his  care,  and  playes. 
Then  hearing  where  his  louing  Father  calls, 
Makes  hafte ;  but  through  a  zeale  il-guided,  falls  ; 
Or  runnes  fome  other  way  :  Vntill  that  He, 
(Whofe  loue  is  more,  then  his  endeauors  be) 
To  feeke  this  Wanderer  foorth,  himfelfe  doth  come, 
And  take  him,  in  his  armes,  and  beare  him  home. 

So,  in  this  Life,  this  Groue  of  ignorance ; 
As  to  my  homeward,  I  my  felfe  aduance ; 
Sometime  aright,  and  fometime  wrong  I  goe ; 
Sometime,  my  pace  is  fpeedy,  fometime  flow ; 
Sometime  I  ftagger,  and  fometime  I  fall : 
Sometime  I  fmg,  fometime  for  helpe  I  call. 
One  while,  my  wayes  are  pleafant  vnto  me  ; 
Another  while,  as  full  of  Cares  they  be  : 
Now,  I  haue  Courage,  and  doe  nothing  feare, 
Anon,  my  Spirits  halfe  deie<5led  are. 
I  doubt,  and  hope,  and  doubt,  and  hope  againe  ; 
And  many  a  change  of  Paffions  I  fuftaine, 
In  this  my  lourney  :  So,  that  now  and  then, 
I  loft  may  feeme  (perhaps)  to  other  men. 
Yea,  to  my  felfe  a  while,  when  finnes  impure, 
Doe  my  Redeemers  loue,  from  me  obfcure. 
But  (whatfoe're  betide)  I  know  full  well, 
My  Father  (who  aboue  the  Cloudes  doe  dwell) 
An  eye  vpon  his  wandring  Child e  dorh  caft : 
And  He,  will  fetch  me,  to  my  home  at  laft. 
For,  of  Gods  loue,  a  Witneffe  want  not  I ; 
And  whom  He  loues,  He  loues  eternally. 

I  haue 
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I  haue  within  my  breaft,  a  little  Heart, 
Which  feemes  to  be  compofed,  of  a  part, 
Of  all  my  Friends  :  For,  (truely)  whenfoe're 
They  fuffer  any  thing,  I  feele  it  there. 
And  they  no  fooner  a  Complaint  doe  make, 
But  prefently,  it  falls  to  pant,  and  ake. 

I  haue  a  Loue,  that  is  as  flrong  as  Fate, 
And  fuch,  as  cannot  be  impayr'd  by  Hate. 
And  (whatfoeuer  the  fucceffe  may  proue) 
I  want  not  yet,  the  comforts  of  my  Loue. 

Thefe,  are  the  Jewels  that  doe  make  me  rich ; 
Thefe,  while  I  doe  poffeffe,  /  want  not  much  : 
And  I  fo  happy  am,  that  ftill  I  beare, 
Thefe  Riches  with  me  :  and  fo  fafe  they  are, 
That  Pyrats,  Robbers,  no  deuice  of  man,    . 
Or  Tyrants  powre,  depriue  me  of  them  can. 
And  were  I  naked,  forced  to  exile  ; 
More  Treafure,  I  mould  carry  from  this  He ; 
Then  fhould  be  fold  ;  though  for  it  I  might  gaine, 
The  wealth  of  all  A  merica  and  Spaine. 
For,  this  makes  fweet  my  life  ;  and  when  I  dye, 
Will  bring  the  fleepe  of  Death  on  quietly. 
Yea,  fuch  as  greateft  pompe,  in  life  time  haue  ; 
Shall  finde  no  warmer  lodging,  in  their  Graue. 

Befides  ;  /  want  not  many  thinges  they  need, 
Who  Me  in  outward  Fortunes  doe  exceed. 
/  want  no  Guard,  or  Coate  of  Musket  proofe  ; 
My  Innocence,  is  guardian  ftrong  enough. 
/  want  no  Title  ;  for,  to  be  the  Sonne, 
Of  the  Almighty  ;  is  a  glorious  one  : 

/  want 
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I  want  no  Followers  :  for,  through  Faith  I  fee 
A  troup  of  Angels,  ftill  attending  me. 

Through  want  of  Friendfhip,  need  I  not  repine, 
For  God,  and  Goodmen,  are  ftill  friends  of  mine. 
And  when  I  iourney  to  the  North,  the  Eaft, 
The  pleafant  South,  or  to  the  fertile  Weft ; 
/  cannot  want,  for  profferd  Courtefies, 
As  farre  as  our  Great-Britaines  Empire  lies. 
In  euery  Shire,  and  Corner  of  the  Land, 
To  welcome  me,  doe  Houfes  open  Hand, 
Of  beft  efteeme  :  And  Strangers  to  my  face, 
Haue  thought  me  worth  the  Feafting,  &  more  grace 
Then  I  will  boaft  of:  left  you  may  fufpect, 
That  I  thofe  glories  (which  I  fcorne)  affect. 
Of  my  acquaintance  were  a  thoufand  glad, 
And  fought  it,  though  nor  wealth,  nor  Place  I  had, 
For  their  aduantage,  And,  if  fome  more  high, 
(Who  on  the  multitudes  of  friends  relye) 
Had  but  a  Fortune  equall  vnto  me, 
Their  troupe  of  Followers  would  as  flender  be  : 
And  thofe  mong  whom,  they  now  efteeme  haue  won, 
Would  fcarfely  thinke  them,  worth  the  looking  on. 

/  want  no  Office  ;  for  (though  none  be  voyde) 
A  Chiftian  findes,  he  may  be  ftill  employd. 
/  ^vant  no  Pleafures,  for  I  pleafures  make, 
What  euer  God  is  pleafd,  I  vndertake. 
Companions  want  I  not,  For  know,  that  I, 
Am  one,  of  that  renown'd  Societie  : 
Which  by  the  Name  wee  carry,  firft  was  knowne, 
At  Antioch,  fo  many  yeares  agone. 

And 
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And  greateft  Kings,  themfelues  haue  happy  thought 
That  to  this  noble  Order,  they  were  brought. 

/  want  not  Armes,  to  fit  me  for  the  Field  ; 
My  Prayers,  are  my  Sword  ;  my  Faith,  my  Shield  ; 
By  which,  (how  ere  you  prize  them)  I  haue  got, 
Vnwounded,  thorow  twenty  thoufand  Shot. 
And  with  thefe  Armes,  I  Heauen  thinke  to  skale, 
Though  Hell  the  Ditch  were,  and  more  high  the  Wall. 

A  thoufand  other  Priuiledges  more, 
I  doe  poffeffe ;  in  which  the  world  is  poore. 
Yea,  I  fo  long  could  reckon,  you  would  grant, 
That  though  I  nothing  haue  ;  /  nothing  want. 

And  did  the  King,  but  know  how  rich  I  were ; 
I  durft  to  pawne  my  Fortunes,  he  would  fweare, 
That  were  he  not  the  King ;  I  had  beene  Hee. 
Whom  he  ( of  all  men )  would  haue  wifht  to  be. 

Nec  Curo. 

THen,  to  vouchfafe  me  yet  more  fauour  here ; 
He  that  fupplies  my  Want,  hath  tooke  my  Care. 
And  when  to  barre  me  ought,  he  fees  it  fit, 
He  doth  infufe  a  Minde  to  fleight  at  it. 

Why,  if  He  all  thinges  needfull  doth  beftow, 
Should  I  for  what  I  haue  not,  carefull  grow  ? 
Low  place  I  keepe  ;  yet  to  a  Greatneffe  borne, 
Which,  doth  the  Worlds  affefted  Greatneffe  fcorne  : 
I  doe  difdaine  her  glories  and  contemne, 
Thofe  muddy  fpirits  that  delight  in  them. 

I  care 
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I  care  for  no  mans  Countenance,  or  grace, 

Vnleffe  hee  be  as  good,  as  great  in  place. 

For  no  mans  fpight,  or  enuy  doe  /  care ; 

For  none  haue  fpight  at  me,  that  honeft  are. 

/  care  not  for  that  bafer  wealth,  in  which 

Vice  may  become,  afwell  as  Vertue  rich. 

I  care  not  for  their  friendfhip,  who  haue  fpent, 

Loues  beft  expreffions,  in  meere  Complement  : 

Nor  for  thofe  Fauors  (though  a  Queenes  they  were) 

In  which  I  thought  another  had  a  fhare. 

/  care  not  for  their  Prayfe,  who  doe  not  mow, 
That  in  their  Hues  which  they  in  wordes  allow. 
A  rum  /  care  not  who  condemneth  me  ; 
That  fees  not  what,  my  Soules  intentions  bee. 
/  care  not  though  to  all  men  knowne  it  were, 
Both  whom  I  loue  or  hate  ;  For  none  I  feare. 
/  care  not  though  fome  Courtiers  ftill  preferre, 
The  Parafite,  and  fmooth  tongu'd  Flatterer, 
Before  my  bold  truth-fpeaking  Lines,  And  here, 
If  thefe  fhould  anger  them,  /  doe  not  care. 

I  care  not  for  that  goodly  Precious  Stone  ; 
Which  Chymifts  haue  fo  fondly  doted  on. 
Nor  would  I  giue  a  rotten  Chip,  that  I 
Were  of  the  Rofy-Croffe,  Fraternity  : 
For,  I  the  world  too  well  haue  vnderftood, 
As  to  be  gull'd  with  fuch  a  Brother-hood. 

I  care  for  no  more  knowledge,  then  to  know  : 
What  I  to  God,  and  to  my  Neighbour  owe. 
For  outward  Beauties  /  doe  nothing  care, 
So  I  within,  may  faire  to  God  appeare  : 
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No  other  liberty  /  care  to  winne, 
But  to  be  wholly  free-ed  from  my  fmne. 
Nor  more  Abilitie  fwhilft  I  haue  breath) 
Then  ftrength  to  beare  my  Croffes  to  my  death. 
Nor  can  the  Earth  affoord  a  happineffe 
That  fhall  be  greater  then  this  Carelefneffe. 

For  fuch  a  Life  I  foone  mould  Careles  grow, 
In  which  I  had  not  leafure  more  to  know. 
Nor  care  I,  in  a  knowledge  paines  to  take, 
Which  doth  not  thofe,  who  get  it,  wifer  make  : 
Nor  for  that  Wifdome,  doe  I  greatly  care ; 
Which  would  not  make  me  fomewhat  honefter. 
Nor  for  that  morall  Honeftie,  that  fhall 
Refufe  to  ioyne  Religion,  therewithal!. 
Nor  for  that  zealous-feeming  Piety, 
Which  wanteth  loue  and  morrall  Honefty. 
Nor  for  their  Loues,  whofe  bafe  affections  be, 
More  for  their  lufh,  then  for  ought  good  in  me. 
Nor,  for  ought  good  within  me  fhould  I  care, 
But  that,  they  fprinklings  of  Gods  goodneffe  are. 

For  many  Bookes  /  care  not ;  and  my  ftore 
Might  now  fuffice  me,  though  I  had  no  more, 
Then  Gods  two  Teftaments,  and  there withall 
That  mighty  Volumne,  which  the  World  we  call. 
For,  thefe  well  lookt  on,  well  in  minde  preferu'd  ; 
The  prefent  Ages  paffages  obferu'd  : 
My  priuate  Actions,  ferioufly  oreview'd, 
My  thougts  recal'd,  and  what  of  them  enfu'd  : 
Are  Bookes,  which  better  farre,  inftrucT:  me  can, 
Then  all  the  other  Paper-workes  of  Man  ; 

D  And 
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And  fome  of  Thefe,  I  may  be  reading  to, 
Where  e're  I  come,  or  whatfoe're  I  do. 

y  care  not  though  a  fort  of  ydle  Guls, 
(With  lauifh  tongues,  and  euer-empty  skulls) 
Doe  let  my  better-temperd  Labours  lye  ; 
And  fmce,  I  Termely,  make  not  Pamphlets  fly, 
Say  I  am  ydle,  and  doe  nothing  now. 
As  if  that  I  were  bound,  to  let  Them  know, 
What  I  were  doing ;  Or  to  caft  away 
My  breath,  and  Studies,  on  fuch  fooles  as  They. 
I  much  difdaine  it :  For,  thefe  Blockes  be  Thofe, 
That  vfe  to  read  my  Verje  like  ragged  Profe ; 
And  fuch  as  (fo  their  Bookes  be  new, )  ne're  care 
Of  what  efbeeme,  nor  of  what  vfe  they  are. 

/  care  not,  though  a  vaine  and  fpungy  crew, 
Of  fhallow  Critickes,  in  each  Tauerne  fpew 
Their  drunken  cenfures  on  my  Poefie  ; 
Vntill  among  their  Cupps,  they  fprawling  lye. 
Thefe  poore,  betatterd  Rimers,  (now  and  then) 
With  Wine  and  Impudence  infpired,  can 
Some  fuftian  language  vtter,  which  doth  feeme 
(Among  their  bafe  admirers)  worth  efteeme. 
But  thofe  bafe  yuie-Poets,  neuer  knew  ; 
Which  way,  a  fprightly,  honefh  Rapture  flew  : 
Nor  can  they  relifh,  any  ftraine  of  wit, 
But,  what  was  in  fome  drunken  fury,  writ. 

Thofe  needy  Poetajlers  ;  to  preferr 
Their  nafty  ftuffe,  to  fome  dull  Stationer ; 
With  impudence  extoll  it :  and  will  tell  him, 
The  very  Title  of  their  booke,  fhall  fell  him, 
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As  many  thoufands  of  them  ^wholly  told) 
As  euer  of  my  Satyrs,  haue  beene  fold. 
Yet,  e're  a  twelue-month  by  the  walls  it  lies  ; 
Or  to  the  Kitchin,  or  the  Paftry  hies. 
Sometime,  that  thefe  mens  Rymes  may  heeded  be  ; 
They  giue  fforfooth)  a  fecret  lerke  at  me. 
But  fo  obfcurely,  that  no  man  may  know, 
Who  there  was  meant,  vntill  they  tell  them  fo. 
For  fearing  me,  They  dare  not  to  be  plaine ; 
And  yet  my  vengance  they  fufpect  in  vaine  : 
For,  I  can  keepe  my  way,  and  careleffe  be  ; 
Though  twenty  fnarling  Curres  doe  barke  at  me. 
And  while  my  Fame,  thofe  fooles  doe  murmur  at ; 
(And  vex  themfeluesj  with  laughing,  I  am  fat. 

I  am  not  much  inquifitiue,  to  know, 
For  what  braue  Action  our  lafh  Fleet  did  go. 
What  men  abroad  performe,  or  what  at  home  ; 
Who  fhall  be  Emperour,  or  Pope  of  Rome : 
What  newes  from  France,  or  Spaine,  or  Turkey  are  ; 
Whether  of  Merchandize,  of  Peace  or  Warre. 
Whether  Mogul  the  Sophy,  PreJler-Iohn, 
The  Duke  of  China,  or  the  He  Japan, 
The  mightier  be  :  for,  things  impertinent 
To  my  particular,  or  my  Content 
I  litle  heede ;  (though  much  thereof  I  know) 
Nor  care  I  whether  it  be  true  or  no. 
Not  for  becaufe,  I  careleffe  am  become, 
Of  the  neglected  State  of  Chriftendome. 
But,  caufe  (I  am  affur'dj  what  euer  fhall 
Vnto  the  Church,  or  Common-wealth  befall ; 
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(Through  Sathans  fpight,  or  humane  Trechery, 
Or,  our  relying  on  weake  Polecy) 
Gods  promife  to  his  glory  fhall  preuaile  : 
Yea,  when  the  fond  attempts  of  men  doe  fayle, 
And  they  lye  fmoaking,  in  th'infernall  Pit  ; 
Then  Truth  and  Vertue,  fhall  in  Glory  fit. 
Thofe,  who  in  loue  to  things  that  wicked  are  ; 
And  thofe,  who  thorough  Cowardize  and  feare, 
Became  the  damned  Inftruments,  whereby 
To  fet  vp  Vice  and  falfehood 's  Tyranny  ; 
Eu'n  thofe  fhall  perifh,  by  their  owne  offence  : 
And  they  who  loued  Truth,  and  Jnnocence ; 
Out  of  oppreffion  fhall  aduance  their  head  : 
And  on  the  mines  of  thofe  Tyrants  tread. 

Oh  /  let  that  Truth,  and  Innocence,  in  me 
For  euer  vndenTd  preferued  be  : 
And  let  me  Hue  no  more  ;  if  then  /  care, 
How  many  miferies  I  liue  to  beare. 
For,  well  I  know,  I  mould  not  weigh  how  great, 
The  perrils  are,  that  my  defbruction  threat. 
Nor  chaynes,  nor  doungeons  fhould  my  foule  affright, 
Nor  grimmeft  Apparitions  of  the  Night : 
Though  men  from  Hell  could  of  the  Deuill  borrow, 
Thofe  vgly  Profpe6ls,  to  augment  my  forrow. 
But  proue  me  guilty  ;  and  my  Confcience  than 
Infli<5ls  more  fmart,  then  bloody  Tortures  can. 
And  none  (I  thinke)  of  me  could  viler  deeme  ; 
Then  I  my  felfe,  vnto  my  felfe  fhould  feeme. 

If  good,  and  honeft  my  endeauors  be, 
What  day  they  were  begun  ne're  troubles  me. 
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I  care  not  whether  it  be  calme,  or  blow, 

Or  raine,  or  fhine,  or  freeze,  or  haile,  or  fnow : 

Nor  whether  it  be  A  ntumne,  or  the  Spring ; 

Or  whether,  firft  I  heare  the  Cuckow  fmg, 

Or  firft  the  Nightingale  :  nor  doe  I  care 

Whether  my  dreames,  of  Flowers,  or  Weddings  are. 

What  Beaft  doth  croffe  me,  care  I  not  at  all  ; 

Nor  how  the  Goblet,  or  the  Salt  doth  fall ; 

Nor  what  afpect  the  Planets  pleafe  to  fhow  ; 

Nor  how  the  Diall,  or  the  Clocke  doth  goe. 

/  doe  not  care  to  be  inquifitiue, 
How  many  weekes,  or  months,  I  haue  to  Hue. 
For,  how  is't  like,  that  I  fhould  better  grow, 
When  I  my  Time,  fhall  tweluemonth  longer  know ; 
If  I  dare  act,  a  Villany,  and  yet, 
Know  I  may  die,  whilft  I  am  doing  it  ? 

Let  them,  whofe  braines  are  ficke  of  that  difeafe, 
Be  flaues  vnto  an  Ephemerides. 
Search  Conftellations,  and  themfelues  apply  ; 
To  finde  the  Fate  of  their  Natiuity. 
Tie  feeke  within  me  ;  and  if  there  I  find, 
Thofe  Stars,  that  fhould  giue  light  vnto  my  mind, 
Rife  fayre  and  timely  in  me,  and  affect, 
Each  other  with  a  naturall  afpect. 
If  in  conjunction,  there  perceiue  I  may 
True  Vertue,  and  Religion  euery  day ; 
And  walke,  according  to  that  influence, 
Which  is  deriued  vnto  me  from  thence  : 
I  feare  no  Fortunes,  whatfoe're  they  be, 
Nor  care  7,  what  my  Starrs  doe  threaten  me. 
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For  He,  who  to  that  State  can  once  attaine ; 
Aboue  the  power  of  all  the  Starres  doth  raigne. 
And  he,  that  gaines  a  knowledge  wherewithall, 
He  is  prepar'd  for  whatfoe're  may  fall  : 
In  my  Conceit  is  farre  a  happier  man  ; 
Then  fuch,  as  but  foretell  misfortunes  can. 

I  ftart  not  at  a  Fryers  prophecy, 
Or  thofe  with  which  we  Merlin  doe  bely. 
Nor  am  I  frighted,  with  the  fad  relation, 
Of  any  neare-approaching  Alteration. 
For  things  haue  euer  changd,  and  euer  fhall ; 
Vntill  there  be  a  change  run  ouer  All. 
And  he  that  beares  an  honeft  heart  about  him, 
Needes  neuer  feare,  what  changes  be  without  him. 

The  Eafterne  Kingdomes,  had  their  times  to  florifh  ; 
The  Grecian  Empire  rifing,  faw  them  perifh  ; 
That  fell,  and  then  the  Roman  Pride  began  ; 
Now  fcourged  by  the  race  of  Ottoman. 
And  if  the  courfe  of  things  a  round  muft  run  ; 
Till  they  haue  ending,  where  they  firft  begun, 
What  is't  to  me  ?  who  peradueuture  muft, 
Ere  that  befall ;  lye,  moulthr'd  into  duft. 

What  if  America's  large  Tract  of  ground, 
And  all  thofe  lies  adioyning,  lately  found  ? 
(Which  we  more  truely  may  a  Defert  call, 
Then  any  of  the  worlds  more  ciuill  PaleJ 
What  then  ?  if  there  the  Wilderneffe  doe  lye, 
To  which  the  Woman,  and  her  Sonne  muft  flye, 
To  fcape  the  Dragons  fury  ;  and  there  bide, 
Till  Europes  thankleffe  Nations  (full  of  pride, 

And 


674 


WITHERS  MOTTO. 

And  all  abhominationj  fcouged  are, 

With  barbarifme  ;  as  their  neighbours  were  ? 

If  thus  God  pleafe  to  doe  ;  and  make  our  fmn 
The  caufe  of  bringing  other  Peoples  in, 
His  Church  to  be  (as  once  he  pleafed  was, 
The  Gentiles  calling  fhould  be  brought  to  paffe, 
The  better,  by  the  lewifh  vnbeliefe. ) 
Why,  fhould  his  pleafure  be  my  care,  or  griefe  ? 
Oh  /  let  his  Name  and  Church  more  glorious  grow  ; 
Although  my  ruine,  helpe  to  make  it  fo. 

So  I,  my  duty  in  my  place  haue  done, 
/  care  not  greatly,  what  fucceed  thereon  : 
For  fure  I  am,  if  I  can  pleafed  be, 
With  what  God  wills  ;  all  mail  be  well  for  me. 

/  hate,  to  haue  a  thought  o're-ferious  fpent, 
In  things  meere  triuiall,  or  indifferent. 
When  I  am  hungry,  fo  I  get  a  dim, 
I  care  not,  whether  it  be  flefh  or  fifh  ; 
Or  any  thing,  fo  wholfome  foode  it  be  : 
Nor  care  /,  whether  you  doe  carue  to  me, 
The  head,  the  tayle,  the  wing,  the  legge,  or  none  ; 
For,  all  I  like,  and  all  can  let  alone. 
/  care  not,  at  your  Table,  where  I  fit ; 
Nor  mould  I  thinke  I  were  difgrac't  in  it, 
(So  much  as  you)  if  I  mould  thence  in  skoffe, 
To  feed  among  your  Groomes,  be  tnrned  off. 
For  I  am  fure  that  no  affront  can  blot, 
His  Reputation,  that  deferues  it  not. 

To  be  o're-curious,  I  doe  not  profeffe  ; 
Nor  ener  Card  /,  for  vncleanlineffe. 
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For  I  ne're  loued  that  Pnylofophy, 

Which  taught  men  to  be  rude  and  flouenly. 

/  care  not  what  yonn  weares,  or  You,  or  He, 
Nor  of  what  faihion  my  next  Clothes  fhall  be. 
Yet  to  be  fmguler  in  Antique  fafhions, 
I  hold  as  vaine,  as  Apifh  imitations, 
Of  each  phantaftique  garb  our  Gallants  weare  : 
For  fome,  as  fondly  proud  conceited  are, 
To  know,  that  the  beholder,  taketh  note. 
How  they  ftill  keepe,  their  Grandfires  ruffe t  Coate : 
As  is  the  proudeft  Lady,  when  that  fhe 
Hath  all  the  fafhions,  that  laft  extant  be. 

/  care  for  no  more  Credit,  then  will  ferue, 
The  honor  of  the  Vertuous  to  preferue  : 
For,  if  the  fhowes  of  honeffcy  in  me, 
To  others  Vertues,  would  no  blemifh  be ; 
(Nor  make  them  deemed  Hypocrites)  if  I 
Should  falfly  be  accufd  of  Villany. 
Sure,  whether  I  were  innocent,  or  no  ; 
I  mould  not  thinke  the  World,  worth  telling  fo. 
Becaufe,  to  moil  men,  nothing  bad  doth  feeme, 
Nor  nothing  vertuous  ;  but  as  vnto  them, 
Occafion  makes  it  good,  or  ill  appeare. 
Yea,  fouleft  Crimes,  while  they  vnpunifht  are : 
Or  bring  in  profit,  no  difgrace  are  thought ; 
And  trueft  Vertues  poore,  are  fet  at  naught. 

/  care  for  no  more  Pleafures  then  will  make, 
The  Way  which  I  intend  to  vndertake, 
So  paffible  ;  that  my  vnwealdy  loade 
Of  fraileties,  incident  to  flefh  and  blood 
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Difcourage  not  my  willing  foule  from  that, 
Which  me  on  good  aduice,  hath  aymed  at. 

/  care  for  no  more  Time  then  will  amount, 
To  doe  my  worke,  and  make  vp  my  account. 
/  care  for  no  more  Money,  then  will  pay 
The  reckoning,  and  the  charges  of  the  day. 
And  if  I  need  not  now,  I  will  not  borrow, 
For  feare  of  wants,  that  I  may  haue  to  morrow. 

What  Kings,  and  States-men  meane  ;  I  doe  not  care  ; 
Nor  will  I  iudge,  what  their  intentions  are  : 
For,  priuate  cenfures,  helpe  not  any  way ; 
But  iniure  them,  in  their  proceedings  may. 
Yet,  Princes  (by  experience,)  we  haue  feene, 
By  thofe  they  loue,  haue  greatly  wronged  beene. 
Their  too  much  truft,  doth  often  danger  breed, 
And  Serpents  in  their  Royall  bofoms  feed. 
For,  all  the  fauours,  guifts,  and  places,  which 
Should  honour  them  ;  doe  but  thefe  men  enrich. 
With  thofe,  they  further  their  owne  priuate  end  : 
Their  fa6lion  ftrengthen,  gratifie  their  friends  : 
Gaine  new  Affociates,  daily  to  their  parts, 
And  from  their  Soueraigne,  fteale  away  the  hearts, 
Of  fuch  as  are  about  them  ;  For  thofe  be 
Their  Creatures ;  and  but  rarely,  thankes  hath  He, 
Becaufe  the  Grants  of  P en/ion,  and  of  Place ; 
Are  taken  as  Their  fauors,  not  His  grace. 

And  fwhich  is  yet  a  greater  wickedneffe^ 
When  thefe,  the  loyall  Subie&s  doe  oppreffe, 
And  grinde  the  faces  of  the  poore,  aliue  ; 
They'le  doe  it,  by  the  Kings  Prerogatiue. 
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They  make  Him  Patron  of  their  Villany  ; 
And  when  Hee  thinkes,  they  feme  Him  Faithfully, 
Secure  him  in  their  Loues,  and  all  things  do, 
According  both  to  Law  and  Confcience  to. 
By  Vertue  of  his  Name,  they  perpetrate 
A  world  of  Mifchiefes  :  They  abufe  the  State  ; 
His  truer-hearted  Seruants,  they  difplace ; 
Bring  their  debauched  Followers,  into  grace  ; 
His  Coffers  rob  ;  yea,  fworfer  farre  they  vfe  Him) 
The  true  affections  of  his  people  loofe  Him  : 
And  make  thofe  hearts  (which  did  in  him  beleeue, 
All  matchleffe  Vertues)  to  fufpe6l,  and  grieue. 

Now,  (by  that  Loyalty  I  owe  my  Prince) 
This,  of  all  Treafon,  is  the  Quinteffence. 
A  Treafon  fo  abhorred,  that  to  Me, 
No  Treachery  could  halfe  fo  odious  be. 
Not  though  my  death  they  plotted  ;  for  more  deare, 
My  honor,  and  my  Friends  affections  are 
Then  twenty  Kingdomes  and  ten  thoufand  Hues. 
And,  whofoeuer,  Me  of  that  depriues  : 
I  finde  it  would,  a  great  deale  harder  be, 
To  moue  my  heart  to  pardon  ;  then  if  hee 
Confpired  had,  (when  I  lead  thought  the  fame) 
To  root  out  my  pofterity,  and  Name. 

Who  next  in  Court  mail  fall,  I  doe  not  care : 
For,  my  delights,  in  no  mans  ruines  are. 
Nor  meane  I,  to  depend  on  any,  fo, 
That  his  difgrace  fliall  be  my  ouerthrow. 
y  care  as  little,  who  mail  next  arife  ; 
For  none  of  my  Ambition,  that  way  lyes. 
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Thofe  rifmg  Starres,  would  neuer  deigne  to  fhine, 

On  any  good  endeauor  :  yet,  of  mine. 

Nor  can  I  thinke,  there  fhall  hereafter  be, 

A  man  amongfb  them,  that  will  fauour  Me. 

For,  I  a  Scourge  doe  carry,  which  doth  feare  them  ; 

And  loue,  to -much  Plaine-dealing,  to  be  neare  them. 

If  my  experience  teach  me  any  thing. 
/  care  not  old  Antiquities  to  bring  ; 
But  can  afwell  belieue  it  to  be  fo, 
As  if 'twere  writ,  three  thoufand  yeeres  ago. 
And  where  I  finde,  good  ground  for  my  affent ; 
Fie  not  be  halter'd,  to  a  Prefident. 

If  men  fpeake  reafon,  tis  all  one  to  me, 
Whether  their  Tenent,  A  riftotles  be  ; 
Or  fome  Barbarians,  who  fcarfe  heard  of  yet ; 
So  much  as  with  what  Names,  the  Arts  we  fit. 
Or  whether,  for  an  Author  you  infer, 
Some  Foole,  or  fome  renown'd  Philofopher. 

In  my  Religion,  I  dare  entertaine, 
No  fancies,  hatched  in  mine  owne  weake  braine  ; 
Nor  priuate  Spirits  :  But,  am  ruled  by 
The  Scriptures  ;  and  that  Church  Authority, 
Which  with  the  Auncient  Faith  doth  beft  agree ; 
But  new  opinions,  will  not  downe  with  me. 
When  I  would  learne,  I  neuer  greatly  care, 
So  Truth  they  teach  me ;  who  my  Teachers  were. 
In  points  of  Faith,  I  looke  not  on  the  Man  ; 
Nor  Beza,  Caluin,  neither  Luther  can 
More  things,  without  iuft  proofs  perfwade  me  to, 
Then  any  honeft  Parifh-Clarke  can  do. 
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The  auncient  Fathers,  (where  confent  I  find) 
Doe  make  me,  without  doubting,  of  their  mind. 
But,  where  in  his  opinion  any  One 
Of  thefe  great  Fillers,  I  fhall  find  alone  ; 
(Except  in  queftions  which  indifferent  are, 
And  fuch  as  till  his  Time,  vnmooued  were) 
I  fhun  his  Do6lrine  ;  For,  this  fwayeth  me, 
No  man  alone,  in  points  of  Faith  can  be. 

Old  Ambrofe,  Auftine,  Hierome,  Chryfojlome, 
Or  any  Father ;  if  his  Reuerence  come, 
To  moue  my  free  affent  to  any  thing, 
Which  Reafon  warrants  not  (vnleffe  he  bring, 
The  facred  word  of  God  to  giue  me  for  it) 
I  prize  not  this  opinion  ;  but  abhorr  it. 
Nay  ;  I  no  faction  gainfl  the  Truth  would  follow, 
Although  Diuineft  Paul,  and  Great  Apollo, 
Did  leade  me  ;  if  that  poffible  it  were, 
That  they  fhould  haue  permitted  bin  to  erre. 
And  whilft  that  I  am  in  the  right,  I  care  not 
How  wife,  or  learned,  Them,  you  thinke,  that  are  not. 

/  care  not  who  did  heare  me,  if  I  faid, 
That  He  who  for  a  place  of  luftice  paid 
A  golden  Inn-come,  was  no  honefl  Man, 
Nor  he  that  fold  it :  for  I  proue  it  can  ; 
And  will  maintaine  it,  that  fo  long,  as  Thofe, 
And  Church-preferments,  we  to  fale  expofe ; 
Nor  Common-wealth,  nor  Church  fhall  euer  be, 
From  hatefull  Bribery,  or  damn'd  Schifme,  free. 

I  may  be  blam'd,  perhaps,  for  fpeaking  this  ; 
But  much  I  care  not :  for  the  Truth  it  is. 
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And  were  I  certaine,  that  to  blaze  the  fame, 
Would  fet  thofe  things,  (that  are  amiffe)  in  frame. 
Shame  be  my  end  but  I  would  vndertake  it, 
Though  I  were  fure  to  perifh  when  I  fpake  it. 

/  care  not  for  Preferments  which  are  fold, 
And  bought  (by  men  of  common  worth)  for  gold. 
For,  he  is  nobler  who  can  thofe  contemn, 
Then  moft  of  fuch,  as  feeke  efteeme  in  them. 

/  doe  not  for  thofe  ayrie  Titles  care, 
Which  fooles,  and  knaues,  as  well  as  I  may  weare. 
Or  that  my  Name  (when  e're  it  mail  be  writ) 
Should  be  obfcur'd  with  twenty  after  it. 
For  could  I  fet  my  minde  on  vulger  Fame ; 
I  would  not  thinke  it  hard,  to  make  my  Name, 
Mine  owne  Name,  purchafe  me  as  true  renown  ; 
As  to  be  cald,  by  fome  old  ruin'd  Town. 

I  loue  my  Country,  yet  /  doe  not  care, 
In  what  Dominions  my  abidings  are  : 
For,  any  Region  on  the  Earth  fhall  be 
fOn  good  occafion)  natiue  Soile  to  me. 

/  care  not  though  there  be  a  muddy  crew, 
Whofe  blockifhnes,  (becaufe  it  neuer  knew 
The  ground  of  this  my  Carelefnes]  will  fmile, 
As  if  they  thought  I  raued,  all  this  while. 
For,  thofe  the  Prouerb  faith,  That  Hue  in  Hell 
Can  ne'r  conceiue  what'tis  in  Heauen  to  dwell. 

I  care  not  for  thofe  Places,  whereunto 
Bad  men  doe  fooner  clime,  then  Good  men  do  : 
And  from  whofe  euer-goggling  ftation,  all 
May  at  the  pleafure  of  another,  fall, 

But 
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But  oh  /    How  careleffe  euery  way,  am  I, 

Of  their  bafe  mindes,  who  liuing  decently 

Vpon  their  owne  Demeanes  ;  there  feareleffe  might 

Enioy  the  day,  from  morning  vntill  night, 

In  fweet  contentments :  rendring  prayfe  to  Him, 

Who  gaue  this  bleffmgs,  and  this  reft  to  them  ; 

That  free  from  Cares,  and  Enuies  of  the  Court, 

They  honor'd  in  their  Neighbours  good  report ; 

Might  twenty  pleafures,  that  Kings  know  not,  trie ; 

And  keepe  a  quiet  Conference,  till  they  die  ? 

Oh  God  /  how  madd  are  they,  who  thus  may  do  / 
Yet,  that  poore  happineffe  to  reach  vnto, 
Which  is  but  painted  ;  will  thofe  Bleffmgs  fhun, 
And  bribe,  and  woo  and  fweat  to  be  vndone  ? 
How  dull  are  they  ?  Who,  when  they  home  may  keepe, 
And  there,  vpon  their  owne  foft  pillowes  fleepe, 
In  deare  fecurity ;  would  roame  about, 
Vncertaine  hopes,  or  pleafures  to  finde  out  ? 
Yea,  ftraine  themfelues  a  flippery  Place  to  buy, 
With  hazarding,  their  ftates  to  beggery  ? 
With  giuing  vp,  their  Liberties,  their  Fame  ? 
With  their  aduenturing  on  perpetuall  fhame  : 
With  proftituting  Neeces,  Daughters,  Wiues  ; 
By  putting  into  leopardy  their  Hues  ? 
By  felling  of  their  Country,  and  the  fale 
Of  lujlice,  or  Religion  ;  Soule  and  All  ? 
Still  dreaming  on  Content  ;  although  they  may 
Behold,  by  new  examples,  eu'ry  day 
That  thofe  hopes  faile  ;  and  faile  them  not  alone, 
In  fuch  vaine  things  as  they  prefumed  on  : 
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But  bring  them  alfo  (many-times)  thofe  cares, 
Thofe  fad  diffractions,  thofe  difpaires,  and  feares ; 
That  all  their  glorious  guilding,  cannot  hide 
Thofe  wofull  Ruines,  on  their  inner-fide. 
But,  ten  to  one,  at  length  they  doe  depart ; 
With  loffe,  with  fhame,  and  with  a  broken  heart. 

/  care  not  for  this  Humor,  but  I  had, 
Far  rather  lye  in  Bedlem,  chain'd  and  mad  ; 
Then  be,  with  thefe  mens  frantique  mood  poffeft : 
For,  there  they  doe  leffe  harme,  and  haue  more  reft. 

/  care  not  when  there  comes  a  Parliament : 
For  I  am  no  Projector,  who  inuent 
New  Monopolies,  or  fuch  Suites,  as  Thofe, 
Who,  wickedly  pretending  goodly  fhowes, 
Abufes  to  reforme  ;  engender  more  : 
And  farre  leffe  tollerable,  then  before. 
Abufmg  Prince,  and  State,  and  Common-weale ; 
Their  (iuft  deferued)  beggeries  to  heale  : 
Or,  that  their  ill-got  profit,  may  aduance, 
To  fome  Great  Place,  their  Pride,  and  Ignorance. 
Nor  by  Extortion,  nor  through  Bribery, 
To  any  Seat  of  lufbice,  climb'd  am  I ; 
Nor  Hue  I  fo,  as  that  I  need  to  care, 
Though  my  proceedings,  fhould  be  queftion'd  There. 
And  fome  there  be,  would  giue  their  Coat  away ; 
That  they,  could  this,  as  confidently  fay. 

y  care  for  no  fuch  thriuing  Pollicy, 
As  makes  a  foole,  of  Morrall  Honefty. 
For,  fuch  occafions  happen  now,  and  than : 
That  He  prooues  Wife,  that  proues  an  Honeft  man. 

And 
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And  howfoer'e  our  Proiect-mongers  deeme, 
Of  fuch  mens  Fortunes,  and  of  them  efteeme  ; 
( How  big  foe're  they  looke  ;  how  brane  foe' re, 
Among  their  bafe  Admirers  they  appeare  : 
Though  ne're  fo  trimme,  in  others  feathers  dight : 
Though  clad  with  Title  of  a  Lord,  or  Knight ; 
And  by  a  hundred  thoufand  croucht  vntoj 
Thofe  gaudy  Vpftarts,  no  more  prize,  I  doe, 
Then  poorer!  Kennel-rakers ;  yea,  they  are 
Things,  which  I  count,  fo  little  worth  my  care  ; 
That  (as  I  loue  faire  Vertue)  I  proteft, 
Among  all  honeft  men  the  beggerl'eft, 
And  moft  betatter'd  Pefant,  in  mine  eye, 
Is  Nobler,  and  more  full  of  Maieftie  ;     .- 
Then  all  that  braue-befpangl'd  Rabblement, 
Compofd  of  Pride,  of  Shifts,  and  Complement. 

Let  great  and  courtly  Pers'nages  delight, 
In  fome  dull  gefture,  or  a  Parajlte ; 
Or  in  their  dry  Buffoone,  that  gracefully, 
Can  fmg  them  baudy  fongs,  and  fweare,  and  lye  ; 
And  let  their  Mafterfterjhip  (if  fo  they  pleafe) 
Still  fauour  more,  the  flauerings  of  Thefe, 
Then  my  free  Numbers.    For,  I  care  no  more, 
To  be  approued,  or  efteemed,  for 
A  witty  Make-fport ;  then  an  Ape  to  be. 
And  whofoeuer  takes  delight  in  me, 
For  any  quality  that  doth  affecl: 
His  Senfes  better,  then  his  Intellect ; 
/  care  not  for  his  loue.     My  dogge  doth  fo  ; 
He  loues,  as  farre  as  fenfuall  loue  can  go. 
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And  if  how  well  he  lou'd  me,  I  did  weigh, 
Deferues  (perhaps)  as  much  refpe<5t,  as  they. 
I  haue  a  Sotile,  and  muft,  beloued  be 
For  that,  which  makes  a  louely  Soule  in  me  ; 
Or  elfe,  their  Loues,  fo  little  care  I  for, 
That  them,  and  their  affections  I  abhorr. 

y  care  not,  though  fome  Fellowes,  whofe  defert 
Might  raife  them,  to  the  Pillory,  the  Cart, 
The  Stocks,  the  Branding-Irne,  or  the  Whipp, 
(With  fuch-like  due  Preferment)  thofe  doe  skipp ; 
And  by  their  blacke  endeauours  purchafe  can, 
The  Priuiledges  of  a  Noble-man. 
And  be  as  confident,  in  what  they  doe  : 
As  if  by  Vertue  they  were  rais'd  thereto. 
For,  as  true  Vertue  hath  a  confidence, 
So,  Vice,  and  Villaines,  haue  their  impudence. 
And  manly  Refolution,  both  are  thought, 
Till  both  are  to  an  equall  triall  brought ; 
But  vicious  Impudence,  then  proues  a  mocke : 
And  Vertuous  Conftancy,  endures  the  Shoke. 

Though  fuch  vnworthy  Groomes,  who  t'other  day, 
Were  but  their  Maifbers  Panders  to  puruey 
The  fuell  of  their  Luft ;  and  had  no  more, 
But  the  Reuertion  of  their  meat,  their  Whore, 
And  their  old  cloathes  to  bragg  of.  Though  that  thefe  ; 
(The  foes  to  Vertue,  and  the  Times  difeafe) 
Haue  now,  to  couer  o're  their  knau'ry, 
Got  on  the  Robes,  of  Wealth,  and  Brau'ry  ; 
And  dare  behaue  their  Roguelhips  fawcily, 
In  prefence  of  our  old  Nobility  : 

E  As 
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As  if  they  had  beene  borne  to  act  a  part, 
In  the  contempt  of  Honor,  and  Defart. 
Though  all  this  be  ;  and  though  it  often  hath 
Difcouragd  many  a  One,  in  Vertues  Path,) 
I  am  the  fame,  and  Care  not :  For,  I  know, 
Thofe  Butter-flies,  haue  but  a  Time  to  fhow 
Their  painted  wings  ;  that  when  a  ffcorme  is  neare, 
Our  habits,  which  for  any  weather  are, 
May  fhew  more  glorious,  whilft  they  fhrinking  lye, 
In  fome  old  creuis,  and  there  ftarue  and  dye. 

Thofe  Dues,  which  vnto  Vertue  doe  belong, 
He  that  defpifeth,  offers  Vertue  wrong. 
So,  he  that  followes  Vertiie  for  rewards  ; 
And  more  the  Credit,  then  the  A61  regards  ; 
(Or  fuch  efteeme  as  others  feeke,  doth  miffe) 
Himfelfe  imagines,  worthier  then  He  is. 
If  therefore,  I  can  tread  the  way  I  ought, 
/  care  not  how  ignoble,  I  be  thought : 
Nor  for  thofe  Honors  doe  I  care  a  fly, 
Which  any  man  can  giue  me,  or  deny : 
For  what  I  reckon  worth  afpiring  to, 
Is  got  and  kept,  whe'r  others  will  or  no. 
And  all  the  world  can  neuer  raife  a  man 
To  fuch  braue  heights,  as  his  owne  Vertues  can. 

/  care  not  for  that  Gentry,  which  doth  lye 
In  nothing  but  a  Coat  of  Heraldry. 
One  Vertue  more  I  rather  wifh  I  had  ; 
Then  all  the  Heralds  to  my  Armes  could  add  : 
Yea,  I  had  rather,  that  by  my  induftry 
I  could  acquire  fome  one  good  quality. 

Then 
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Then  through  the  Families,  that  nobleft  be 
From  fifty  Kings  to  draw  my  Pedigree. 

Of  Nations,  or  of  Countries,  I  nought  care, 
To  be  commander  ;  my  Ambitions  are, 
To  haue  the  Rule,  and  Soueraignty  of  things 
Which  doe  command  great  Emperors,  and  Kings. 
Thofe  ftrong,  and  mighty  Paffions,  wherewithall 
Great  Monarch's  haue  bin  foild,  and  brought  in  thrall, 
I  hope  to  trample  on.     And  whilft  that  They 
Force  but  my  body  (If  I  difobey) 
I  rule  that  Spirit ;  which,  would  they  conftraine, 
Beyond  my  will ;  They  fhould  attempt  in  vaine. 
Yea,  whilft  they  bounded  within  Limits  here, 
On  fome  few  Mortals  onely  domineer, 
Thofe  Titles,  and  that  Crowne,  I  doe  purfue  ; 
Which  fhall  the  Deuils  to  my  power  fubdue. 

/  care  not  for  that  Valour,  which  is  got 
By  furious  Choller,  or  the  Sherry-pot. 
Nor  (if  my  Caufe  be  ill)  to  heare  men  fay, 
I  fought  it  out,  eu'n  when  my  bowels  lay 
Beneath  my  feete.     A  defperateneffe  it  is, 
And  there  is  nothing  worthy  praife  in  this  ; 
For  I  haue  feene  (and  you  may  fee  it  to) 
That  any  Maftiue  dogg  as  much  will  do. 
He  valiant  is,  who  knowes  the  difefteeme, 
The  vulger  haue,  of  fuch  as  Cowards  feeme. 
And  yet  dares  feeme  one,  rather  then  beftow 
Againft  an  honeft  caufe,  or  word,  or  blow : 
Though,  elfe  he  fear'd  no  more,  to  fight,  or  die ; 
Then  you  to  ftrike  a  dogg,  or  kill  a  flie. 

E  2  Yea, 
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Yea,  him  I  honour,  who  new  wakt  from  fleeping, 
Findes  all  his  Spirits  fo  their  temper  keeping ; 
As  that  he  would  not  ftart,  though  by  him  there, 
Grim  Death,  and  Hell,  and  all  the  Deuils  were. 

/  care  not  for  a  Coward,  for  to  me, 
No  Beafts  on  Earth,  more  truely  hatefull  be  ; 
Since  all  the  Villanies  that  can  be  thought 
Throughout  the  World,  and  altogether  brought 
To  make  one  Villaine  ;  can  make  nothing  more, 
Then  he  that  is  a  Coward,  was  before. 
And  he  that  is  fo  can  be  nothing  leffe 
Then  the  perfection  of  all  wickedneffe. 
In  him  no  manly  Vertues  dwelling  are  ; 
Nor  any  fhewes  thereof,  except,  for  feare. 
In  no  braue  refolution  is  he  ftrong, 
Nor  dares  he  bide  in  any  goodneffe  long. 
For,  if  one  threatning  from  his  foe  there  come, 
His  vowed  Refolution  ftarts  he  from. 
And  cares  not  what  deftru6lion  others  haue, 
So  he  may  gaine  but  hope,  himfelfe  to  faue. 
The  man  that  hath  a  fearefull  heart,  is  fure 
Of  that  difeafe  that  neuer  findes  a  cure. 
For  take  and  arme  him  through  in  euery  place, 
Build  round  about  him  t\venty  walls  of  Braffe. 
Girt  him  with  Trenches,  whofe  deepe  bottoms  lye 
Twice  lower,  then  three  times  the  Alpes  are  hye. 
Prouide  fthofe  Trenches,  and  thofe  walls  to  ward) 
A  million  of  old  Souldiers  for  his  gard  ; 
All  honeft  men  and  fworne  :  His  beauer  will 
Breake  in  (defpight  of  allj  and  fhake  him  ftill. 


To 
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To  fcape  this  feare  ;  his  Guard  he  would  betray, 

Make  cruelly  his  deareft  friend  away ; 

A6t,  any  bafe,  or  any  wicked  thing, 

Be  Traytor  to  his  Countrey,  or  his  King ; 

For-fweare  his  God,  and  in  fome  fright  goe  nigh 

To  Hang  himfelfe,  to  fcape  the  feare  to  dye. 

And  for  thefe  reafons,  1 Jhall  neuer  Care, 

To  reckon  them  for  friends,  that  Cowards  are. 

/  care  not  for  large  Fortunes  ;  For  I  find, 
Great  wants,  beft  trie  the  Greatneffe  of  the  minde. 
And  though  I  muft  confeffe,  fuch  Times  there  be 
In  which  the  common  wifh,  hath  place  in  me. 
Yet,  when  I  fearch  my  heart,  and  what  content 
My  God  vouchfafe  me  hath  ;  I  count  my  Rent 
To  be  aboue,  a  thoufand  pounds  a  yeare, 
More  then  it  can  vnto  the  World  appeare. 
And  with  more  wealth,  I  leffe  content  might  finde, 
If  I  with  Riches,  had  fome  rich-mans  minde. 
A  dainty  Pallate  would  confume  in  cheere, 
(More  then  I  doe)  a  hundred  pounds  a  yeare, 
And  leaue  me  worfe  fumTed  then  I  am. 
Had  I  an  inclination,  much  to  game  ; 
A  thoufand  Markes,  would  annually  away, 
And  yet  I  want  my  full  content  at  Play. 
If  I  in  Hawks  or  Doggs  had  much  delight ; 
Twelue  hundred  Crownes  it  yearely  waft  me  might ; 
And  yet,  not  halfe  that  pleafure  bring  me  to, 
Which,  from  one  Line  of  This,  receiue  I  do. 
If  I  to  braue  Apparell  were  inclind  ; 
Fiue  Students  Penfions,  I  fhould  yearly  fpend, 

E  3  Yet 
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Yet  not  be  pleas'd  fo  well,  with  what  I  weare 

As  now  I  am  ;  Nor  take  fo  little  Care. 

I  much  for  Phyficke  might  be  forc't  to  giue  ; 

And  yet  a  thoufand  fold  leffe  healthy  Hue. 

To  keepe  my  Right,  the  Law  my  goods  might  waft ; 

And  with  vexation,  tire  me  out  at  laft. 

Thefe,  and  (no  doubt)  with  thefe,  full  many  a  thing 
To  make  me  leffe  Content,  more  wealth  might  bring 
Yet  more  employ  me  to  ;  for,  few  I  fee 
Who  Owners  of  the  greateft  Fortunes  be  : 
But  they  haue  ftill,  as  they  more  Riches  gaine, 
More  State,  more  lufts,  and  troubles  to  maintaine 
With  their  Reuennues.    That  the  whole  Account, 
Of  their  great  feeming  Bliffe,  doth  fcarce  amount, 
To  halfe  of  my  content.     And  can  I  leffe 
Efteeme  this  rare-acquired  happineffe, 
Then  I,  a  thoufand  pound  in  rent  would  prize  ? 
Since  with  leffe  trouble,  it  doth  more  fuffice  ? 
No  ;  for,  as  when  the  March  is  fwift  and  long, 
And  men  haue  foes  to  meet,  both  fierce  and  ftrong ; 
That  Souldier  in  the  Conflict  beft  doth  fare 
Who  getteth  Armes  of  proofe,  that  lighted  are  : 
So  ;  I,  who  with  a  little,  doe  enioy 
As  much  my  Pleafure  and  Content,  as  they 
Whom,  farre  more  wealth  and  bufmeffe  doth  molefl ; 
Account  my  Fortune,  and  eftate  the  beft. 
Gods  fauour  in  it,  I  extoll  the  more : 
And  great  poffeffions,  much  leffe  care  I  for. 

I  care  not  fo  I  ftill  my  felfe  may  be, 
What  others  are,  or  who  takes  place  of  me. 

/  care 
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I  care  not  for  the  Times  vniuft,  neglect ; 
Nor  fear  their  frownes,  nor  praife  their  vaine  refpe6l. 
For,  to  my  felfe,  my  worth  doth  neuer  feeme  ; 
Or  more,  or  leffe,  for  other  mens  efteeme. 

The  Turkey  the  Deuill,  Antichrift,  and  all 
The  Rable  of  that  Body-myfticall, 
/  care  not  for  ;  And  I  fhould  forry  be, 
If  I  fhould  giue  them  caufe  to  care  for  me. 

What  Chriftians  ought  not  to  be  carefull  for, 
What  the  Eternall  Effence  doth  abhorr, 
I  hate  as  I  am  able  ;  And  for  ought 
Which  God  approues  not ;  when  I  fpend  a  thought. 
I  truly  wifh  that  from  my  eyes  might  raine, 
A  fhower  of  Teares,  to  buy  it  backe  againe. 

/  care  not  for  their  Kin,  who  blufh  to  fee, 
Thofe  of  their  blood,  who  are  in  meane  degree. 
For,  that  bewrayes  vnworthines  ;  and  fhowes, 
How  they  by  Chance,  and  not  by  Vertue  rofe. 
To  fay,  My  Lord  my  Coufen,  cann  to  me 
(In  my  opinion)  no  fuch  honour  be  ; 
(If  he  from  Vertues  precepts  goe  aftray,) 
As  when  my  honeft  Kinfman,  I  can  fay. 
And  they  are  Fooles,  who,  when  they  raifed  are ; 
Faine  their  beginnings,  nobler  then  they  were. 
Yea,  they  doe  rob  themfelues  of  truefh  Fame, 
With  fome  falfe  honor  to  belye  their  Name. 
For,  fuch  as  to  the  higheft  Titles  rife, 
From  poore  beginnings,  haue  more  tongues  &  eies, 
To  honour  and  obferue  them  (farre)  then  all 
That  doe  fucceed  them,  euer  boaft,  of  fhall. 

E  4  For, 
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For,  being  nothing  more  then  they  were  borne, 
Men  heed  them  not,  (vnleffe  they  merit  fcorne) 
For  fome  vnworthineffe.  And  then,  perchance, 
As  their  Forefathers  meanneffe,  did  aduance 
His  praife  the  higher ;  fo,  their  great neffe  fhall, 
Make  greater  both  their  Infamy,  and  Fall. 

It  is  mens  glory  therefore,  not  a  blot, 
When  they  the  ftart,  of  all  their  Names  haue  got ; 
And  it  was  worthleffe  Enuy,  firft  begun, 
That  falfe  opinion,  which  fo  farre  hath  run. 
Which  well  they  know,  whofe  Vertues  honor  winn, 
And  fhame  not  to  confeffe,  their  poorefl  Kinn. 
For,  whenfoeuer  they  doe  looke  on  Thofe, 
To  God  they  praifes  giue,  and  thus  fuppofe  : 
Loe  ;  when  the  hand  of  Heauen,  aduanced  Us, 
Aboue  our  brethren,  to  be  lifted  thus  ; 
He  let  them  ftay  behind,  for  markes  to  fhow, 
From  whence  we  came,  and  whither  we  may  goe. 

To  haue  the  Minde  of  thofe,  /  doe  not  care, 
Who  both  fo  fhameleffe,  and  fo  foolifh  are ; 
That  to  acquire  fome  poore  efteeme,  where  they 
Were  neuer  heard  of,  vntill  yefterday, 
(And  neuer  fhall  perhaps,  be  thought  on  more,) 
Can  Prodigally,  there,  confume  their  ftore : 
And  ftand  vpon  their  points,  of  honor  fo  ; 
As  if  their  Credit,  had  an  ouerthrow, 
Without  Redemption  ;  If  in  ought  they  miffe, 
Wherein  th'accomplifh  Gallant  punctuall  is. 
Yet  bafely,  eu'ry  Quallitie  defpife  ; 
In  which  true  Wifedome,  and  true  honor  lies. 

If 
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If  you,  and  one  of  thofe,  fhould  dine  to  day, 
Twere  three  to  one,  but  He  for  all  would  pay  : 
If  but  your  Seruant  light  him  to  the  doore, 
He  will  reward  him  ;  If  but  he,  and's  whore, 
Carocht  a  Furlong  are  ;  the  Coachman  may, 
For  fennight  after,  let  his  Horfes  play. 
And  yet,  this  fellow,  whom  abroad  you  fhall 
Perceiue  fo  noble,  and  fo  liberall, 
(To  gaine  a  dayes,  perhaps,  but  one  howres  fame) 
Mong  thofe  that  hardly,  will  enquire  his  Name. 
At  home  (where  euery  good,  and  euery  ill, 
Remaines  to  honour,  or  to  fhame  him  ftillj 
Neglects  Humanity.    Yea,  where  he  Hues, 
And  needs  moft  loue  ;  all  caufe  of  hatred  giues. 
To  poll,  to  racke,  to  ruine,  and  oppreffe, 
The  poore,  the  Widow,  and  the  fatherleffe. 
To  Ihift,  to  lye,  to  couzen,  and  delay, 
The  Lab'rer  and  the  Creditor  of  pay, 
Are  there  his  practifes.     And  yet  this  Affe, 
Would  for  a  man  of  worth,  and  honour  paffe. 
The  Deuill  he  fhall  affoone  :  and,  I  will  write, 
The  Story  of  his  being  Conuertite. 

/  care  not  for  the  Worlds  vaine  blaft  of  Fame, 
Nor  doe  I  greatly  feare  the  Trump  of  fhame  : 
For,  whatfoeuer  good,  or  ill  is  done, 
The  rumor  of  it  in  a  weeke  is  gone. 
One  thing  put  out  another ;  And  men  forrow, 
To  day,  perhaps,  for  what  they  ioy  to  morrow. 
And  it  is  likely,  that  e're  night  they  may, 
Condemne  the  Man,  they  prayfed  yefterday  ; 
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Hang  him  next  morning,  and  be  forry  then  ; 
Becaufe  he  cannot  be  aliue  agen. 

But,  grant  the  fame  of  things  had  larger  date  : 
Alas  /  what  glory  is  it,  if  men  prate 
In  fome  three  Parifhes  of  that  we  doe, 
When  three  great  Kingdomes,  are  but  Mole-hils  to, 
The  earthe's  Circumference  ?    And  fcarce  one  man 
Of  twenty  Millons,  know  our  a6lions  can  ? 
Beleeue  me  ;  it  is  worth  fo  little  thought, 
(If  the  offence  to  others  were  not  ought) 
What  mens  opinions,  or  their  fpeeches  be  ; 
That  were  there  not,  a  better  caufe  in  me, 
Which  moou'd  to  Vertue)  I  would  neuer  care, 
Whether,  my  A6lions,  good  or  euill  were. 

Though  ftill  vnheeded,  of  the  World,  I  fpend, 
My  Time,  and  Studies,  to  the  nobleft  end  ; 
One  hayre,  /  care  not.     For,  I  find  reward, 
Beyond  the  Worlds  requitall,  or  regard. 
And  fince  all  men,  fome  things  erronious  doe ; 
And  mud  in  luftice,  fomewhat  fuffer  to. 
In  part  of  my  correction,  This,  I  take  ; 
And  that  I  fauourd  am,  account  doe  make. 

/  care  not,  though,  there  eu'ry  houre,  fhould  bee 
Some  outward  difcontent  to  bufie  me. 
And,  as  I  would  not  too  much  Tryall  haue ; 
So,  too  much,  carnall  peace  I  doe  not  craue. 
The  one,  might  giue  my  Faith  a  dangerous  blow ; 
The  other  would  peruert  my  life,  I  know. 
For,  few  loue  Vertue  in  Aduerfity  ; 
But  fewer  hold  it,  in  Profperitie. 

Vaine 
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Vaine  Hopes  (when  I  had  nought,  but  hopes  alone) 
Haue  made  me  erre  /  Then  whither  had  I  gone, 
(If  I,  the  full  poffefsion  had  attain'dj 
When,  but  meere  Hopes,  my  heart  to  folly  train'd  f 
Smooth  Wayes,  would  make  me  wanton  ;  And  my 
Muft  lye,  where  Labor,  Induffcry,  and  Force,    (courfe 
Muft  worke  me  Paffage  :  or,  I  mall  not  keepe, 
My  Smile  from  dull  Securities,  dead-ileepe. 
But,  outward  Difcontentments  make  me  flye, 
Farre  higher,  then  the  Worlds  Contents  doe  lye. 

/  neither  for  their  pompe,  or  glory  care  : 
Who  by  the  loue  of  Vice  aduanced  are. 
Faire  Vertue  is  the  louely  Nymph  I  ferue  ; 
Her  Will  I  follow,  Her  Commands  obferue  ; 
Yea  (though  the  purblind  world  perceiue  not  wher) 
The  beft  of  all  Her  Fauours  I  doe  weare. 
And,  when  great  Vices,  with  faire  bayted  hookes, 
Large  promifes  of  fauour  tempting  lookes, 
And  twenty  wiles,  hath  woo'd  me  to  betray, 
That  noble  Mijlreffe ;  I  haue  turn'd  away  : 
And  flung  defiance  both  at  Them  and  Theirs, 
In  fpight  of  all  their  gaudy  Seruiters. 

In  which  braue  daring,  I  oppos'd  haue  bin, 
By  mighty  Tyrants  ;  and  was  plunged  in, 
More  wants  then  thrice  my  fortunes  would  haue 
When  our  Heroes  did,  or  feare,  or  fcorne,         (borne. 
To  lend  me  fuccour,  (yea,  in  that  weake  age 
When  I  but  newly  entred  on  the  Stage, 
Of  this  proud  world,)  So  that,  vnleffe  the  King 
Had  nobly  pleas'd,  to  heare  the  Mufes  fmg, 
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My  bold  Appologie ;  Till  now,  might  I 

Haue  ftruggling  bin,  beneath  their  Tyranny. 

But  all  thofe  threatning  Comets,  I  haue  feene 

Blaze,  till  their  glories  quite  extin6l  haue  beene. 

And  I,  that  crufht,  and  loft  was  thought  to  bee  ; 

Liue  yet,  to  pitty  Thofe,  that  fpighted  Me  : 

Enioying  Hopes  which  fo  well  grounded  are, 

That,  what  may  follow,  I  nor  feare,  nor  care. 

Yet  thofe  I  know  there  be,  who  doe  expe6l, 

What  length  my  Hopes  (hall  haue,  and  what  effect. 

With  enuious  eyes  awayting  eu'ry  day 

When  all  my  confidence  fhall  flip  away. 

And,  make  me  glad,  through  thofe  bafe  paths  to  fly ; 

Which  they  haue  trod,  to  raife  their  Fortunes  by. 

They  flout  to  heare,  that  I  doe  Confcience  make, 
What  Place  I  fue  for,  or  what  Courfe  I  take. 
They  laugh  to  fee  me  fpend,  my  youthfull  time, 
In  ferious  Studies ;  and  to  teach  my  Rime 
The  Straines  of  Vertue ;  whil'ft  I  might,  perchance, 
By  Lines  of  Rybaldry,  my  felfe  aduance 
To  place  of  fauour.     They  make  skoffes,  to  heare 
The  priafe  of  Honefty  ;  as  if  it  were, 
For  none  but  vulgar  mindes.     And  fince  they  Hue 
In  braue  profperity  ;  they  doe  beleeue 
It  fhall  continue  :  And  account  of  Me, 
As  One  fcarce  worthy,  of  their  fcorne  to  be. 

All  this  is  Truth  ;  yea,  truft  me,  care  I  not ; 
Nor  loue  I  Vertue,  ought  the  worfe  a  iott. 
For,  I  oft  faid,  that  I  mould  Hue,  to  fee 
My  Way,  farre  fafer,  then  their  Courfes  be. 
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And  I  haue  feene,  nor  one,  nor  two,  nor  ten, 
But  (in  few  yeares)  great  numbers  of  thofe  men, 
From  goodly  brauery,  to  raggs  decline  ; 
And  waite  vpon  as  poore  a  Fate  as  mine. 

Yea  thofe  whom  but  a  day  or  two  before, 
Were  (in  their  owne  vaine  hopes)  a  great  deale  more 
Then  any  of  our  Auncient  Baronage : 
(And  fuch,  as  many  Wifemen  of  this  age 
Haue  wifht  to  be  the  men)  eu'n  thofe,  haue  I 
Seene  hurled  downe  to  fhame,  and  beggery, 
In  one  twelue  houres ;  and  grow  fo  miferable, 
That  they  became,  the  fcornefull,  hatefull  fable 
Of  all  the  Kingdome.     And  ther's  none  fo  bafe, 
But  thought  himfelfe,  a  man  in  better  cafe. 

This,  makes  me  pleafed  with  my  owne  eftate, 
And  fearefull  to  defire  anothers  Fate. 
This  makes  me  Careles  of  the  worlds  proud  fcorne, 
And  of  thofe  glories,  whereto  fuch  are  borne. 
And,  if  to  haue  me,  flill  kept  meane  and  poore, 
To  Gods  great  Glory,  fhall  ought  add  the  more : 
Or  if  to  haue  difgraces  heapt  on  me  ; 
(For  others,  in  their  way  to  Bliffe)  may  be 
Of  more  Aduantage,  then  to  fee  me  thriue 
In  outward  Fortunes,  or  more  prized  Hue  : 
J  care  not  though  I  neuer  fee  that  day, 
Which  with  one  pinns-worth  more  enrich  me  may. 

Yea,  by  the  eternall  Deity  I  vow ; 
Who  knowes  I  lie  not,  who  doth  heare  me  now. 
Whofe  dreadfull  Maiefhy  is  all  I  feare, 
Of  whofe  great  Spirit,  Thefe,  the  fparcklings  are, 
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And  who  will  make  me,  fuch  proud  daring,  rue ; 
If  this  my  Proteftation  be  vntrue. 

So  I  may  ftill  retaine  that  inward  Peace, 
That  loue  and  tafte,  of  the  eternall  Bliffe, 
Thofe  matchleffe  Comforts,  and  thofe  braue  defires, 
Thofe  fweet  Contentments,  and  immortall  Fyres, 
Which  at  this  iriftant  doe  inflame  my  bred  ; 
(And  are  too  excellent  to  be  expreft.J 

J  doe  not  care  a  Rum,  though  I  were  borne, 
Vnto  the  greateft  Pouerty,  and  fcorne  : 
That  (fmce  God  firft  infuf'd  it,  with  his  breath ) 
Poore  Flefli  and  bloud,  did  euer  grone  beneath. 
Excepting  onely,  fuch  a  load  it  were, 
As  no  Humanity  was  made  to  beare. 

Yea,  let  me  keepe  thefe  Thoughts ;  and  let  be  hurld, 
Vpon  my  backe,  the  fpight  of  all  the  world, 
Let  me  haue  neither  drinke,  nor  bread  to  eate, 
Nor  Cloathes  to  weare,  but  thofe  for  which  I  fweate. 
Let  me  become  vnto  my  foes  a  flaue  ; 
Or,  caufeleffe  here,  the  markes  of  luflice,  haue ; 
For  fome  great  Villany,  that  I  nere  thought, 
Let  my  bed  actions,  be  againft  me  brought. 
That  fmall  repute,  and  that  poore  little  Fame, 
Which  I  haue  got ;  let  men  vnto  my  fhame 
Hereafter  turne.     Let  me  become  the  fable, 
A  talke  of  Fooles.     Let  me  be  miferable, 
In  all  mens  eyes,  and  yet  let  no  man  fpare, 
(Though  that  would  make  my  happy J  halfe  a  teare. 
Nay,  f which  is  More  vnfufTerable  farre, 
Then  all  the  miferies  yet  fpoken  are) 

Let 
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Let  that  deere  Friend,  whofe  loue  is  more  to  me, 

Then  all  thofe  drops  of  Crymfon  liquor  be, 

That  warme  my  heart,  (and  for  whofe  onely  good  ; 

I  could  the  brunt,  of  all  this  Care,  haue  flood,) 

Let  him  forfake  me.     Let  that  prized  Friend, 

Be  cruell  to  ;  and  when  diftreft.  I  fend 

To  feeke  his  Comfort,  let  him  looke  on  me, 

With  bitter  fcorne,  and  fo  hard-hearted  be  ; 

As  that  (although  he  know  me  innocent, 

And  how  thofe  Miferies  I  vnderwent, 

In  loue  to  him)  He,  yet  deny  me  fhould, 

One  gentle  looke,  though  that  fuffice  me  could. 

And  (truely  grieu'd,  to  make  me)  bring  in  place, 

My  well  knowne  Foe,  to  fcorne  me,  to  my  face. 

Let  this  befall  me  ;  and  with  this,  befide, 
Let  Me,  be  for  the  faulty  friend  belide. 
Let  my  Religion  and  my  Honeftie  ; 
Be  counted  till  my  death  Hypocryfie. 
And,  when  I  die,  let  till  the  generall  Doonie, 
My  Name,  each  houre  into  queftion  come, 
For  Sinnes  I  neuer  did.     And  if  to  this, 
You  ought  can  add,  which  yet  more  grieuous  is, 
Let  that  befall  me  to  ;  So  that,  in  Me, 
Thofe  comforts  may  encreafe,  that  fp ringing  be, 
To  helpe  me  beare  it.     Let  that  Grace  defcend, 
Of  which  I  now,  fome  portion  apprehend  : 
And  then,  as  I  already  (here-toforej 
(Vpon  my  Makers  ftrength,  relying,)  fwore, 
So,  now  I  fweare  againe.     If  ought  it  could, 
Gods  glory  further,  that  I  fuffer  fliould  : 

Thofe 
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Thofe  Miferies  recited  ;  /  nor  care, 
How  foone  they  ceazd  me,  nor  how  long  they  were  : 
For,  He  can  make  them  Pleafures,  and  I  know ; 
As  long  as  he  inflicts  them,  will  doe  fo. 

Nor  vnto  this  Affurance  am  I  come, 
By  any  Apothegmes,  gathered  from 
Our  old,  and  much  admir'd  Phylofophers. 
My  Sayings  are  mine  owne  as  well  as  theirs ; 
For,  whatfoe're  account,  of  them  is  made, 
I  haue  as  good  experience  of  them  had, 
Yea,  when  I  die  (though  now  they  fleighted  be) 
The  Times  to  come,  for  Them,  mail  honour  me  : 
And  praife  that  Minde  of  mine,  which  now  perchance, 
Shall  be  reputed  foolifh  Arrogance. 

Oh  /  that  my  Lines  were  able  to  expreffe, 
The  Caufe,  and  Ground,  of  this  my  Carelejneffe. 
That,  I  might  fhew  you,  what  braue  things  they  be, 
Which  at  this  inftant  are  a  fire  in  me. 

Fooles  may  deride  me,  and  fuppofe,  that  This 
(No  more,)  but  fome  vaine-glorious  Humor  is  ; 
Or  fuch  like  idle  Motion,  as  may  rife, 
From  furious,  and  diftemper'd  Fantacies. 
But,  let  their  thoughts  be  free  ;  I  know  the  Flame 
That  is  within  me,  and  from  whence  it  came ; 
Such  Things  haue  fill'd  me,  that  I  feele  my  braine, 
Wax  giddy,  thofe  high  Raptures  to  containe. 
They  raife  my  Spirits,  which  now  whirling  be ; 
As  if  they  meant  to  take  their  leaue  of  Me. 
And  could  thefe  Straines  of  Contemplation,  flay 
To  lift  me  higher  (till,  but  halfe  a  day : 
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By  that  Time,  they  would  mount  to  fuch  a  height, 
That  all  my  Cares  would  haue  an  end  to  Night, 

But  oh  /  I  feele,  the  fumes  of  flefh  and  blood, 
To  clogg  thofe  Spirits  in  me,  and  like  mudd, 
They  fincke  againe.     More  dimly  burne  my  fires  ; 
To  Her  low  pitch,  my  Mufe  againe  retires  : 
And  as  her  heauenly  flames  extinguifht  be, 
The  more  I  find  my  Cares  to  burthen  Me. 

Yet,  I  belieue,  I  was  enlightned  fo, 
That  neuer  fhall  my  Spirit  ftoope  fo  low 
To  let  the  feruile  thoughts,  and  dunghill  cares, 
Of  common  Minds,  entrap  me  in  their  fnares. 

For,  ftill  I  value  not,  thofe  things  of  nought, 
For  which  the  greatefl  part,  take  greateft  thought. 
Much  for  the  world  /  care  not ;  and  (confeffe) 
Defire  I  doe,  my  care  for  it,  were  leffe. 
/  doe  not  care,  (for  ought  they  me  could  harme) 
If  with  more  mifchiefes,  this  laft  Age  did  fwarme  ; 
Yea,  fuch  poore  loy  I  haue,  or  Care  to  fee 
The  beft  Contents  thefe  Times  can  promife  Me : 
And  that  fmall  feare  of  any  Plague  at  all, 
(Or  Miferies)  which  on  this  Age  may  fall. 
That,  but  for  Charity,  /  did  not  care 
If  all  thofe  comming  ftormes  which  fome  doe  feare, 
Were  now  defcending  down  :  For  Hell  can  make, 
No  vproare,  which  my  peaceful  thoughts  may  {hake. 
I  founded  haue  my  Hopes,  on  him  that  hath 
A  fhelter  for  me,  in  the  Day  of  wrath. 
And  I  haue  truft,  I  fhall  (without  a  maze,) 
Looke  vp,  when  all  burnes  round  me,  in  a  blaze. 

F  And 
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And  if  to  haue  thefe  Thoughts,  &  this  Mind  known 

Shall  fpread  Gods  praife  no  further  then  mine  own  : 

Or,  if  This  fliall,  no  more  inftructiue  be, 

To  others  ;  then  it  glory  is  to  Me  : 

Here  let  it  perifh,  and  be  hurled  by, 

Into  Obliuion  euerlaftingly. 

For,  with  this  Minde,  I  can  be  pleafd,  (as  much) 

Though  none  but  I  my  felfe,  did  know  it  fuch. 

And,  He  that  hath  contentment  needs  not  Care ; 

What  other  mens  opinions  of  it,  are. 

/  care  not  though  for  many  griefes  to  come, 

To  Hue  a  hundred  yeeres,  it  were  my  Doome. 

Nor  care  I,  though  I  fummond  be,  away  ; 

At  Night,  to  Morrow-morning,  or  to  Day. 

I  care  not  whether  This,  you  read  or  no  ; 
Nor  whether  you  beleeue  it,  if  you  doe. 
/  care  not,  whether  any  Man  fuppofe 
All  This  from  Judgement,  or  from  Rafhnes  flowes. 
Nor  Meane  I,  to  take  Care  what  any  Man, 
Will  thinke  thereof :  Or  Comment  on  it  can. 

/  care  not  who  fhall  fondly  Cenfure  it ; 
Becaufe  it  was  not,  with  more  Method  writ : 
Or  fram'd  in  imitation,  of  the  Straine, 
In  Some  deepe  Grecian  or  old  Romane  vaine. 
Yea,  though  that  all  men  liuing,  fhould  defpife, 
Thefe  Thoughts  in  Me,  to  heede,  or  Patronize : 
I  vow,  /  care  not.     And  I  vow,  no  leffe  ; 
/  care  not  who  diflikes  this  Carelefneffe. 

My  Minde  s  my  Kingdome  ;  and  I  will  permit 
No  others  Will,  to  haue  the  rule  of  it. 


For, 
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For,  I  am  free  ;  and  no  mans  power  ( I  know ) . 
Did  make  me  thus,  nor  fhall  vnmake  me  now. 
But,  through  a  Spirit,  none  can  quench  in  me  : 
This  Mind  I  got,  and  this,  my  Mind  fhall  be. 


To  Enuy. 

NOiv  looke  vpon  Me,  Enuy,  if  thou  dare, 
Dart  all  thy  Malice,  Jhoot  me  etiry  where  : 
Try  all  the  wayes  thou  can/I,  to  make  me  feele, 
The  cruell  Jharpcnes  of  thy  poys'nedfteele. 
For,  I  am  Enuy-proofe,  andfcorne  I  do  ; 
The  worft,  thy  cancred  fpight,  can  vrge  thee  to. 
This  Word,  I  care  not,  is  fo  ftrong  a  Charm e, 
That  He,  who  fpeakes  it  truely ,  feares  no  karme, 
Which  thy  accurfed  Rancor,  harbor  may ; 
Or,  his  peruerfeft  Fortunes,  on  him  lay. 
Goe,  hatefull  Fury  ;  Hagge,  goe,  hide  thou  then, 
Thy  fnakie  head,  in  thy  abhorred  Den. 
Andjince  thou  canft  not  haue  thy  will  of  Me : 
There ;  Damned  Fiend,  thine  owne  Tormentreffe  be, 
Thy  forked  Jtings,  vpon  thy  body  turne ; 
With  Hellijh  flames,  thy  fcorched  entrailes  burne ; 
From  thy  leane  Carkaffe,  thy  blacke  Jinneives  teare, 
With  thine  owne  Venome  burft,  and perifh  there. 

Nee  Habeo,  nee  Careo.  nee  Curo. 

F  2  An 
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An  Epigram,  written  by  the  Author  on  his 

owne  Pi6lure ;  where,  this  Motto 

was  infcribed. 

THus,  other  Loues,  haue  fet  my  fhadow  forth  ; 
To  fill  a  Roome,  with  Names  of  greater  worth  : 
And  Me,  among  the  reft,  they  fet  to  fhow. 
Yet,  what  I  am,  I  pray  miftake  not,  tho. 

Imagine  me,  nor  Earle,  nor  Lorld,  nor  Knight ; 
Nor  any  new  aduanced  Fauorite. 
For,  you  would  fweare,  if  This  well  pidlur'd  me  ; 
That,  fuch  a  One  I  ne'r  were  like  to  be. 
No  child  of  purblind  Fortunes  was  I  borne  ; 
For  all  that  iffue,  holdeth  Me  in  fcorne. 
Yet,  He  that  made  Me,  hath  affur'd  Me  to, 
Fortune  can  make  no  fuch  ;  nor  fuch  vndo. 
And  bids  me,  in  no  Fauours  take  delight ; 
But  what  I  fhall  acquire,  in  Her  defpight. 

Which  Mind,  in  Raggs,  I  rather  wifh  to  beare ; 
Then  rife  through  bafenes,  braueft  Robes  to  weare. 
Part  of  my  Outfide,  hath  the  Pidture  mown  ; 
Part  of  my  Infide,  by  thefe  lines  is  known : 
And  t'is  no  matter  of  a  rufh  to  me, 
How  This,  or  That ;  fhall  now  efteemed  be. 

FINIS. 
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THE    STATIONER 

TO    THE    READER. 

His,  being  one  of  the  Authours 
firft  Poems,  was  compofed  ma 
ny  yeares  agone ;  andvnknown 
to  him,  gotten  out  of  his  cuflo- 
die  by  an  acquaintance  of  his. 
And  comming  lately  to  my 
hands  without  a  Name,  it  was  thought  to  haue 
fo  much  refemblance  of  the  Maker,  that  many, 
vpon  the  firfb  fight,  vndertooke  to  gueffe  who 
was  Author  of  it :  And,  perfwaded  that  it  was 
likely  alfo,  to  become  profitable  both  to  them, 
and  mee. 

Whereupon,  I  got  it  authorifed,  according 
to  Order  :  intending  to  publifh  it,  without  fur 
ther  inquiry.  But,  attaining  by  chance  a  more 
perfect  knowledge  to  whom  it  moft  properly 
belonged :  I  thought  it  fitting  to  acquaint  him 
therewithall.  And  did  fo  ;  defiring  alfo,  both 
his  good  will  to  publifh  the  fame,  and  leaue  to 
paffe  it  vnder  his  Name.  Both  which,  I  found 
him  very  vnwilling  to  permit ;  leaft  the  feem- 

A  3  ing 
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ing  lightneffe  of  fuch  a  Subiett,  might  fome- 
what  difparage,  the  more  ferious  Studies, 
which  he  hath  fmce  vndertaken. 

Yet,  doubting  (this  being  got  out  of  his 
Cuftodie)  fome  imperfe6ler  Coppies  might 
hereafter  be  fcattered  abroad  in  writing,  or,  be 
vnknowne  to  him,  imprinted :  He  was  pleafed 
(vpon  my  importunities)  to  condefcend  that  it 
might  be  publifhed,  without  his  Name.  And  his 
words  were  thefe. 

When  (faid  he)  I  firft  compofed  it ,  I  well  li 
ked  thereof;  and  it  well  enough  became  my 
yeares  :  but  now,  I  neither  like,  nor  diflike  it. 
That  (therefore)  it  fhould  be  diuulged,  I  defire 
not :  and  whether  it  be,  or  whether  (if  it  hap 
pen  fo)  it  bee  approoued  or  no,  /  care  not.  For 
this  I  am  fure  of:  howfoeuer  it  be  valued;  it  is 
worth  as  much  as  I  prize  it  at :  likely  it  is  alfo 
to  be  as  beneficial  to  the  World,  as  the  World 
hath  been  to  me;  and  will  be  more  then  thofe 
who  like  it  not,  euer  deferued  at  my  hands. 

Thefe  were  his  fpeeches  :  And  (if  you  loo 
ked  for  a  Prologue;  thus  much  he  wifhed  me  to 
tell  you,  in  Head  thereof:  becaufe  (as  he  fayd) 
hee  himfelfe  had  fomewhat  elfe  to  doe.  Yet, 
(to  acknowledge  the  truth)  I  was  fo  earn  eft 

with 
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with  him,  that,  as  bufie  as  he  would  feeme  to 
be,  I  got  him  to  write  this  Epiftle  for  me  :  And 
haue  therunto  fet  my  Name.  Which,  he  wifhed 
me  to  confeffe  :  Partly,  to  auoid  the  occafion 
of  belying  my  Inuention  ;  and  partly,  becaufe 
hee  thought  fome  of  you  would  fuppofe  fo 
much. 

I  entreated  him,  to  explaine  his  meaning, 
in  certaine  obfcure  paffages.  But,  he  told  me, 
how  that  were  to  take  away  the  employment 
of  his  Interpreters :  Whereas,  he  would  pur- 
pofely,  leaue  fomewhat  remaining  doubtfull, 
to  fee  what  Sir  POLITICKE  WOVLD- 
B  E  E  ,  and  his  Companions  could  picke  out 
of  it. 

I  defired  him  alfo,  to  fet  downe,  to  what 
good  purpofes,  this  Poeme  would  ferue.  But 
his  Reply  was  :  How ,  that  would  bee  well 
enough  found  out,  in  the  perufing,  by  all  fuch 
as  had  honeft  vnderftandings  :  and  they  who 
are  not  fo  prouided  ;  hee  hopes  will  not  read  it. 
More,  I  could  not  get  from  him. 

Whether  therefore,  this  MISTRESSE 
OF  PHIL'ARETE,  bee  really  a  Woman, 
fhaddowed  vnder  the  name  of  V  i  R  T  v  E  : 
or  V  i  R  T  v  E  onely,  whofe  louelineffe  is  re- 

A  4  prefented 
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prefented  by  the  Beautie  of  an  excellent  Wo 
man  :  Or,  whether  it  meane  both  together ; 
I  cannot  tell  you.  But,  thus  much  I  dare  pro- 
mife  for  your  money  :  that,  heere,  you  fhall 
find  familiarly  expreffed,  both  fuch  Beauties  as 
young  men ,  are  moil  intangled  withall ;  and 
and  the  excellency  alfo  of  fuch ,  as  are  moft 
worthy  their  affedion.  That,  feeing  both  im 
partially  fet  foorth ,  by  him  that  was  capable 
of  both,  they  might  the  better  fettle  their  loue 
on  the  beft. 

Heereby  alfo,  thofe  Women,  who  defire  to 
bee  truely  beloued ,  may  know  what  makes 
them,  fo  to  be.  And ,  feeke  to  acquire  thofe 
accomplifhments  of  the  Mind,  which  may 
endeare  them ,  when  the  fweetefl  Features  of 
a  beautifull  Face,  fhall  bee  conuerted  into  De 
formities.  And,  here  is  defcribed,  that  Loue- 
lineffe  of  theirs,  which  is  the  principall  obiec~t 
of  wanton  affection ,  to  no  worfe  end  :  but, 
that  thofe,  who  would  neuer  haue  lookt  on 
this  Poeme  (if  Virtue  and  Goodneffe,  had  beene 
therein,  no  otherwife  reprefented,  then  as  they 
are  obiefts  of  the  Soule)  might ,  where  they 
expected  the  fatisfaclion  of  their  fenfualitie 
onely  ;  meet  with  that  alfo,  which  would  infi- 

nuate 
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nuate  into  them,  an  apprehenfion  of  more  rea- 
fonable,  and  moil  excellent  perfections.  Yea, 
whereas,  the  common  opinion  of  Youth  hath 
been;  that,  onely  old  men,  and  fuch  as  are  vn- 
able,  or  paft  delighting  in  a  bodily  louelineffe, 
are  thofe  who  are  befl  capable  of  the  Mindes 
perfections  :  And,  that  they  doe  therefore  fo 
much  preferre  them  before  the  other;  becaufe 
their  Age,  or  flupiditie  hath  depriued  them  of 
being  fenfible  what  pleafures  they  yeelde. 
Though,  this  be  the  vulger  errour ;  yet,  here  it 
fhal  appeare,  that  he,  who  was  able  to  conceiue 
the  moll  excellent  pleafingneffe ,  which  could 
be  apprehended  in  a  Corporall  Beautie;  found 
it  (euen  when  he  was  moll  enamour' d  with  it) 
far  fhort  of  that  vnexpreffible  fweetnes,  which 
he  difcouered  in  a  virtuous  and  well-tempered 
Difpofition.  And  if  this  bee  not  worth  your 
money,  keepe  it. 


IOHN  MARRIOT. 


PHIL'ARETE   TO 

HIS    MISTRESSE. 


thou  faireft  of  all  Creatures, 
Vpon  whom  the  Sun  doth  fhine  : 
Modell  of  all  rareft  Features, 
And  perfections  moft  diuine. 

Thrice  All-haile:  And  bleffed  be, 
Thofe,  that  loue,  and  honour  thee. 

Of  thy  worth,  this  rurall  Storie, 
Thy  vnworthy  Swaine  hath  pend  : 
And,  to  thy  ne're-ending  glory, 
Thefe  plaine  Numbers  doth  commend. 
Which,  enfuing  Times  fhall  warble, 
When  'tis  loft,  that's  writ  in  Marble. 

Though 
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Though  thy  praife,  and  high  deferuings 
Cannot  all,  be  here  expreft : 
Yet,  my  loue,  and  true-obferuings, 
Someway,  ought  to  be  profeft. 
And,  where  greateft  loue  we  fee, 
Higheft  things  attempted  be. 

By  thy  Beautie,  I  haue  gained, 
To  behold,  the  beft  perfections  : 
By  thy  Loue,  I  haue  obtained, 
To  enioy  the  beft  affedtions. 

And  my  tongue,  to  fing  thy  praife ; 

Loue,  and  Beautie,  thus  doth  raife. 

What,  although  in  rufticke  fhaddowes, 

I,  a  Shepheards  breeding  had  ? 

And,  confined  to  thefe  Meadowes ; 

So,  in  home-fpunn  Ruffet  clad  ? 
Such  as  I,  haue  now  and  then, 
Dar'd  as  much,  as  greater  men. 

Though 
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Though  a  ftranger  to  the  Mufes, 
Young,  obfcured,  and  defpis'd  : 
Yet,  fuch  Art,  thy  Loue  infufes, 
That,  I  thus,  haue  Poetiz'd. 
Read  ;  and  be  content  to  fee, 
Thy  admyred  Powre  in  me. 

And,  oh  grant,  thou  Sweeteft  Beautie, 
(Wherewith  euer  Earth  was  grac't) 
That  this  Trophee  of  my  Dutie, 
May  with  Fauour  be  imbrac't : 

And  difdaine  not,  in  thefe  Rymes, 

To  be  fung,  to  after-Times. 

Let  thofe  doters  on  Apollo, 
That  adore  the  Mufes,  fo, 
(And,  like  Geefe,  each  other  follow) 
See,  what  Loue  alone,  can  doe. 

For,  in  Lone-lay >es\  Groue,  and  Field; 

Nor  to  Schools,  nor  Courts  wil  yeeld. 

On 
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On  this  Glaffe,  of  thy  perfection, 

If  that  any  Women  pry  ; 

Let  them  thereby  take  direction, 

To  adorne  themfelues  thereby. 
And,  if  ought  amiffe  they  view, 
Let  them  dreffe  themfelues  anew. 

Young-men,  fhall  by  this,  acquainted 
With  the  trueft  Beauties  grow  : 
So  the  Counterfeit,  or  painted, 
They  may  fnun,  whe  them  they  know. 
But,  the  Way,  all  will  not  find  : 
For,  fome  eyes  haue,  yet  are  blind. 

Thee,  entirely,  I  haue  loued, 
So,  thy  Sweetneffe,  on  me  wrought ; 
Yet,  thy  Beautie  neuer  mooued, 
111  temptations,  in  my  thought. 

But,  flill  did  thy  Beauties  Ray ; 

Sun-like,  driue  thofe  Foggs  away. 

Thofe 
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Thofe,  that  MISTRESSES  are  named, 
And  for  that,  fufpedted  be ; 
Shall  not  need  to  be  afhamed, 
If  they  patterne  take  by  thee. 

Neither  (hall  their  SERVANTS  feare, 

Fauours,  openly  to  weare. 

Thou,  to  no  man  fauour  daineft, 
But  whats  fitting  to  beftow  ; 
Neither,  Seruants  entertained, 
That  can  euer  wanton  grow. 

For,  the  more  they  looke  on  thee ; 

Their  Defires  ftill  bettered  be. 

This,  thy  Pifture,  therefore,  fhow  I 
Naked  vnto  euery  eye. 
Yet,  no  feare  of  Riuall  know  I, 
Neither  touch  of  leloufte. 

For,  the  more  make  loue  to  thee ; 

I,  the  more  (hall  pleafed  be. 
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I,  am  no  Italian  Louer , 
That  will  mewe  thee  in  a  layle ; 
But,  thy  Beautie  I  difcouer, 
Englijh-\\k£t  without  a  vaile. 

If,  thou  may  ft  be  wonne  away ; 

Winne  and  weare  thee,  he  that  may. 

Yet,  in  this,  thou  mayfl  beleeue  me ; 
(So  indifferent  though  I  feeme) 
Death  with  tortures,  would  not  grieue 
More,  then  loffe  of  thy  efteeme.        (me, 

For,  if  VIRTVE  me  forfake  ; 

All,  a  fcorne  of  me  will  make. 

Then,  as  I  on  Thee  relying, 
Doe  no  changing,  feare  in  Thee  : 
So,  by  my  defects  fupplying, 
From  all  changing,  keepe  thou  me. 
That,  vnmatched  we  may  prooue 
Thou,  for  Beautie  ;  I,  for  Loue. 

Then 


Then,  while  their  Loues,  are  forgotten, 
Who  to  Pride,  and  Luft  were  flaues  ; 
And,  their  Miftrejfes  quite  rotten, 
Lye  vnthought  on,  in  their  graues. 
Kings  and  Queens  (in  their  defpight) 
Shall,  to  mind  vs,  take  delight. 


FAIRE- 
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FAIRE-VIRTVE: 

OR, 

THE  MISTRESSE  OF 

PHIL'ARETE. 

r  I  ^Wo  prettie  Rills  doe  meet,  and  meeting  make 

•*•  Within  one  vally,  a  large  Jiluer  lake : 
A  bout  whofe  bankes  the  fertile  mountaines flood, 
In  ages  paffed  brauely  crownd  with  wood', 
Which  lending  Cold-fweet-JJiadowes,gaue  it  grace, 
To  be  accounted  Cynthia's  Bathing  place. 
And  from  her  father  Neptunes  brackijh  Court, 
Faire  Thetis  thither  often  would  refort, 
Attended  by  the  Fifhes  of  the  Sea, 
Which  in  thofe  fweeter  waters  came  to  plea. 
There,  would  the  daughter  of  the  Sea- God  diue\ 
And  thither  came  the  Land- Nymphs  euery  Eue, 
To  wait  vpon  her :  bringing  for  her  browes, 
Richgarlandsoffweetflowres,  andBeechy  boughs. 

B  For, 
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For,pleafantwasthat¥w\z ;  andneere it, then, 
Was  neither  rotten  Mer/Ji,  nor  boggy  Fen. 
It  was  nor  ouergrowne  with  boyftrous  Sedge, 
Nor  grew  there  rudely  then  along  the  edge, 
A  bending  Willow,  nor  a  pricky  Bujk, 
Nor  broadleafd Flag,  nor  Reed,  nor  knotty  Rufh. 
But  here,  we  I  order  d  was  a  groue  with  Bowers  : 
There  graj/y-plots fet  round  about  with  Flowers. 
Here,  you  might  (through  the  water)  fee  the  land, 
Appeare,  Jlrowd  ore  with  white  or  yellow  f and. 
Yonn,  deeper  was  it ;   and  the  wind  by  whiffes. 
Would  make  it  rife,  and  wafJi  the  little  cliffes, 
On  which,  of t  pluming  fate  (vnfrighted  than) 
Thegagling  Wildgoofe,  andthefnow-whiteSwan: 
WithallthofeflockesofFowles,  which  to  this  day, 
Vpon  thofe  quiet  waters  breed,  and  play. 

For,  though  thofe  excellences  wanting  be, 
Which  once  it  had',  it  is  the  fame,  that  we 
By  Tranfpojition  name  the  Ford  0/Arle. 
And  out  of  which  along  a  Chalky  Marie) 
That  Riuer  trils,  whofe  waters  wafh  the  Fort, 
In  which  braue  Arthur  kept  his  royall  Court. 
North-eajl(notfarfro  this  great  Poole)  there  lies 
A  tracJ  of  Beechy  mountaines,  that  arife 
With  leafurely-afcending  to  fuch  height, 
As  from  their  tops  the  warlike  He  of  Wight. 

You 
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You  in  the  Oceans  bofome  may  efpie, 
Though  neere  two  hundred  furlongs  thence  it  lie. 
The  p  leaf  ant  way,  as  vp  thofe  hils  you  clime, 
Isftrewed ore,  with  Mariarome,  and  Thyme. 
Which growes  vnfet.  Thehedge-rowesdonot  want 
The  Cowflip,  violet,  Primrofe,  nor  a  plant, 
Thatfrejhlyfents:  as  Birch  both greene  and  tall\ 
Low  Sallowes,  on  whofe  bloomings  Bees  doe  fall. 
Faire  Woodbinds  which,  about  the  hedges  twine ; 
Smooth  Priuet,  and  the  Jharpefweete  Eglantine. 
Withmanymoe,  whofe  leaues  and blojfomes fair e, 
The  Earth  addorne,  and  of t  perfumes  the  ayre. 

When  you  vnto  the  higheft  doe  attaine ; 
An  intermixture  both  ofWoodandPlaine, 
Yo^i,fhall  behold :  which  (though  aloft  it  lye) 
Hath  downesforJJieepe,  and  fields  for  husbandry. 
So  much  (at  leaft)  as  little  needeth  more, 
If  not  enough  to  marchandize  their  Jlore. 

In  euery  Rowe  hath  Nature  planted  there, 
Some  banquet,  for  the  hungry  paffenger. 
For  here,  the  Hajle-nut  and  Filbird  growes ; 
There  Bulloes,  and  little  further  Sloes 
On  this  hand,  Jlandeth  a  fair e  weilding-tree  ; 
On  that,  large  thickets  of  blacke  Cherries  be. 
The  fJtrubbie fields,  are  Rafpice- Orchards  there, 
The  new  fel'd  woods,  like  Strabery-gardens  are : 
B  2  And 
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And,  had  the  King  of  Riuers  bleft  thofe  hills 
With  fome  fmall  number  of  fuch  prettie  Rills 
As  flow  elf ew  here,  Arcadia  had  notfeene 
A  fweeter  plot  of  Earth  then  this  Jiad  beene. 

For  what  offence  this  Place  was  f canted fo 
Offpringing  waters,  no  record  dothJJiow  : 
Nor  haue  they  old  tradition  left,  that  tels ; 
But  till  this  day,  at  fiftie  fathome  Wels 
The  Shepherds  drink.  A  ndftrangeitwas  to  hear e 
Of  any  Swaine  that  euer  liried  there, 
Who  either  in  a  Paftorall-Ode  had  skill, 
Or  knew  tofet  his  fingers  to  a  quill. 
For,  rude  they  were  who  there  inhabited, 
And  to  a  dull  contentment  being  bred, 
They  no  fuch  art  ejleemd,  nor  tooke  much  heed 
Of  any  thing,  the  world  withoiit  them  did. 

Eun  there ;  and  in  the  leajl  frequented  place 
Of  all  thefe  mountaines,  is  a  little  fpace 
Of pleaf ant  ground  hemd  in  with  dropping  trees, 
And  thofe  fo  thicke,  that  Phoebus  fcarcelyfees 
The  earth  they  grow  on  once  in  all  the  yeere, 
Nor  what  is  done  among  the  JJiaddowes  there. 
Along  thofe  louely  pathes  (ivhere  neuer  came 
Report  of  Pan,  or  of  Apollo's  name, 
Nor  rumour  of  the  Mufes  till  of  late)      (Fate 
Some  Nymphs  werewandring:  and  by  chance, or 

Vpon 
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Vpon  a  Laund  ariued,  where  they  met 
The  little  fiocke  of  Pa/lor  Philaret. 
They,  were  a  troupe  of  Beauties  knownewellnigh 
Through  all  the  Plaines  of  happy  Britany. 
A  Shepheards  lad  was  he,  obfcure  and  young, 
Who  (being  fir/I  tJiat  euer  there  hadfung) 
In  homely  Verfe,  expreffed  Countrey  loues  ; 
And  onely  told  them  to  the  Beechy  groues : 
As  if  to  found  his  name  he  neuer  ment, 
Beyond  the  compaffe  that  his  Sheep-walke  went. 

They  f aw  not  him  ;  nor  them  perceiued  he : 
For,  in  the  branches  of  a  Maple- tree 
HefJiroudedfate,  and  taught  the  hollow  hill 
To  Eccho  foorth  the  Mufeque  of  his  quill: 
Whofe  tailing  voice  redoubled  fo  the  found, 
That  where  he  was  conceald,  they  quickly  found. 
And  there,  they  heard  him  Jing  a  Madrigall\ 
That  foone  betrayd  his  cunning  to  them  all. 

Full  rude  it  was  no  doubt,  butfuch  a  Song, 
Thofe  rufticke,  and  obfcured fJiades  among, 
Was  neuer  heard  (they  fay)  by  any  eare  ; 
Vntill  his  Mufes  had  infpird  him  there. 
Thoughmeane  and  plain,  his  Country  habit feemd, 
Yet  by  his  Song  the  Ladies  rightly  deemd ; 
That  either  he  /tad  trauailed  abrode, 
Where  Swaines  of  better  knowledge  make  abode : 

£  Or 
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Or  elfe,  thatfome  braue  Nimph  who  vsd  that 
Pladdained  to  inrich  him,  with  her  loue.  (Groue, 

Approaching  nearer,  therefore,  to  this  Swaine, 
They  him  fainted;  and  he,  them  againe  : 
Infuch  good  fafJiion,  as  wellfeemd  to  be 
According  to  their  Jlate  and  his  degree. 
Which  greetings,  being paffed ;  and  much  chat, 
Concerning  him,  the  place,  with  this  and  tJiat ; 
He,  to  an  Arbor  doth  thofe  beauties  bring', 
Where,  he  them  pray  es  to  Jit,  they  him  tojing: 
And  to  exprejfe  that  vntaught  Country  Art, 
In  fetting  forth  the  Miftreffe  of  his  hart; 
Which  they  oreheard  him  praElife,  wken  vnfeene, 
He  thought  no  eare  had  witneffe  of  it  beene. 

At firft  (as  much  vnable)  he  refufd; 
And feemed  willing  to  haiie  beene  excufde, 
Fromfiichataske.  For,  trujlme  Nimphs  (quoth 
I  would  not  purpofely  vnciuill  be,  he) 

Nor  churlifh  in  denying  what  you  craue ; 
But,  as  I  hope  Great  Pan  my  flocke  willfaue, 
I  rather  wiJJt,  that  I  might  heard  of  none, 
Enioy  my  Mufeck,  by  my  felfe  alone  : 
Or,  that  the  murmers  offome  little  Flood 
(loynd  with  the  friendly  E  echoes  of  the  wood) 
Might  be  thimpartiall  Vmpires  of  my  wit, 
Then  vent  it,  wJure  the  world  might  heare  of  it. 

And 
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And  doubt  lejfe,  I  hadfung  lejfe  loitd  while-ere, 

Had  I  but  thought  of  any  fuck  fo  neere. 

Not  that  I  either  wiJJi  obfciirifide, 

Her  matchleffe  Beanty  ;  or  dejire  to  hide 

Her  fweet perfections.     For,  by  Loue  1 '  fweare, 

The  vtmojl  happineffe  I  ay  me  at  here, 

It  but  to  compaj/e  worth  enough  to  raife 

A  high-built  Trophee  equall  with  her  praife. 

Which  (fairefl  Ladies)  1 JJiall  hope  in  vaine: 
For,  I  was  meanly  bred  on  yonder  Plaine. 
And,  though  I  can  well prooue  my  Blood  to  be 
Deriudfrom  no  ignoble  Stems  to  me  : 
Yet  Fate  and  Time  themfo  obf cur  d  and  croft, 
That  with  their  Fortimes  their  efteeme  is  loft. 
And  whatfoere  repute  I ftriue  to  win, 
Now,  from  my  felfe  alone,  it  mu/l  begin. 
For,  I  haue  nor  eftate,  nor  friends,  nor  fame, 
To  purchafe  either  credit  to  my  name, 
Or  gaine  a  good  Opinion  ;  though  I  doe 
Afcend  the  height  I Jhall  afpire  vnto. 

If  any  of  thofe  vi^ies  yet  I  haue, 
Which  honour  to  my  PredeceJ/brs  gaiie, 
Thers  all  that's  left  me.   A  nd  though  fame  con- 
Such  needy  lew  els  \  yet  it  was  for  them,      (temne 
My  Faire-one  did  my  humble  fuit  affeft, 
And  dayned  my  aduenturous  loue  refpec~l. 

B  4  And 
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And  by  their  helpe,  I  paffage  hope  to  make 
Through  fuch  poore  things  as  I  dare  vndertake. 
But,  you  may  fay ;  what  goodly  thing  alas  ! 
Can  my  defpifed  meanneffe  bring  to  paJJTe  ? 
Or  what  great  Monument  of  honour  raife 
To  Virtue,  in  thefe  Vice  abounding  dayes  ? 
In  which  (a  thoufand  times)  more  honor  finds, 
Ignoble  gotten  meanes,  then  noble  minds  ? 
Indeed,  the  world  affoordeth  fmall  reward 
For  honeji  minds ;  and  therefore  her  regard 
I feeke  not  after :  neither  doe  I  care, 
If  I  haue  bliffe,  how  others  thinke  I  fare. 
For.fo  my  thoughts  haue  reft,  it  yrkes  not  me, 
TJwugh  none  but  I,  doe  know  how  bleft  they  be. 
Here  therefore,  in  thefegroues  and  hidden  plaines, 
I pleafedfit  alone ;  and  many  ftraines 
I  carroll  to  my  felfe,  thefe  hills  among : 
Where  no  man  comes  to  interrupt  my  Song. 
Whereas,  if  my  rude  layes  make  knowne  IfJiould, 
Beyond  their  home ;  per  haps,  fome  Carpers  would 
(Becaufe  they  haue  not  heard  from  whence  we  be) 
Traduce,  abufe,  andfcoffe  both  them  and  me. 
For,  if  our  great  and  learned  Shepheards  (who 
Are  gract  with  wit,  and  fame,  andfauours  to,) 
With  much  adoe,  efcape  vncenfurd  may ; 
What  hopes  haue  I  to  pajje  vnfcoft  I  pray, 

Who 
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Who  yet  vnto  the  Mufes  am  vnknowne  f 
And  Hue  vnhonoured,  heere  among  mine  owne  f 

A  gadding  humour  feldome  taketh  me, 
To  range  out  further  then  yonn  mountaines  be  : 
Nor  hath  applaujiue  Rumour  borne  my  name 
Vpon  thefpreading  wings  of  founding  Fame. 
Nor  can  I  thinke  (faire  Nymphs)  that  you  refort 
For  other  purpofe,  then  to  make  afport 
At  tfiat  Jimplicitie  which Jhall  appear e 
Among  the  mde  vntutord  Shepheards  here. 

I  know  that  you  my  Noble  Miilreffe  weene 
A  t  bejl,  a  homely  Milk-maid  on  the  Greene ; 
Or  fomefuch  Country  Laffe,  as  tasked Jlayes 
Atferuile  labour  vntill  Holy  dayes. 
For,  poore  mens  vertuesfo  neglecJed  grow, 
And  are  now  prized  at  a  ratefo  low, 
As  tis  impojjible,  \o\\Jkould  bee  brought, 
To  let  it  with  beleefe  poffejfe  your  thought, 
That  any  Nymph  whofe  loue  might  worthy  be ; 
Would  daigne  to  cajl  refpefliue  eyes  on  me. 

You  fee  I  Hue,  poj/effing  none  of  thofe 
Gay  things,  withwhich  theworldenamordgrows. 
To  woo  a  Courtly  Beautie,  I  haue  neither 
Rings,  Bracelets,  lew  els,  nor  a  Scarf  e,  nor  Feat  her. 
I  vfe  no  double  dyed  Cloth  to  weare  ; 
No  Scrip  embroydered  richly  doe  I  beare : 

No 
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Nofelken  Belt,  nor  S keep hooke  lay  d  with  pear les, 
To  win  me  fauour  from  the  Shepherds  Girles. 
No  place  of  office,  or  Command  I  keep e, 
But  this  my  little  Flocke  of  homely  JJieepe. 
And  in  a  word\  thefumme  of  all  my  pelf e 
Is  this  ;  I  am  the  M  after  of  my  felfe. 

No  doubt',  in  Courts  of  Princes  you  hauebeene, 
And  all  the  pleafures  of  the  Palace  feene. 
There,  you  beheld  braue  Courtly  pajfages, 
Betweene  Heroes  and  their  Miftreffes. 
You,  there  perhaps  (in  prefence  of  the  King) 
Haue  heard  his  learned  Bards  and  Poets  jing. 
And  what  contentment  then,  can  wood,  or  field, 
To  pleafe  your  curious  vnderflandings  yeeld  f 
I  know,  you  walked  hither,  but  to  prooue, 
What  felly  Shepheards  doe  conceiue  of  loue : 
Or  to  make  triall  how  our  feinpleneffe 
Can  pajfeons  force,  or  Beauties  power  exprejfe : 
And  when  you  are  departed,  you  will  ioy, 
To  laugh,  or  defcant  on  the  Shepheards  boy. 

But  yet  (I  vow)  if  all  the  Art  I  had 
Could  any  more  ejleeme,  or  glory  add 
To  her  vnmatched  worth  ;  /  would  not  weigh 
What  you  intended.     Prethee  lad,  quoth  they, 
Diflrujlfull  of  our  Courtfee  doe  notfeeme. 
Her  Nobleneffe  can  neuer  want  ejleeme ; 

Nor 
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Nor  thy  concealed  Meafures  be  difgract, 
Though  in  a  meaner  p  erf  on  they  were  p  lac  t : 
If  thy  too  modejlly  referued  Quill, 
But  reach  that  height,  which  wefuppofe  it  will. 
Thy  meannejfe  or  obfcurenejfe  cannot  wrong, 
The  Nymph  thoufJialt  eternize  in  thy  Song. 
For,  as  it  higher  reares  thy  glory,  that 
A  noble  Miflreffe  thou  hajl  aymed  at : 
So,  more  vnto  her  honour  it  will prooue, 
That  whilft  deceauing fhaddowes  others  moue, 
Her  conftant  eyes,  could pajfe  vnmoued  by, 
Thefubtill  times  bewitching  brauery  ; 
And  thofe  obf cured  virtues  loue  in  thee, 
That  with  defpifed  meannejfe  clouded  be. 
Now  then,  for  her fweet fake,  whofeBeautious  eye, 
Hath  filled  thy  foule  with  heauenly  Poefee, 
Sing  in  her praife  fome  new  infpired Jiraine  : 
And,  if  within  our  power  there  fhall  remaine, 
A  fauour  to  be  done  may  pleafure  thee  : 
Aske,  and  obtaine  it,  whatfoere  it  be. 

Faire Ladies,  quoth  thelad,fuchwords  as  thofe, 
Compell  me  can :  and,  therewitlwll  he  rofe  ; 
Return  d  them  thanks,  obeifance  made,  and  than, 
Downefate  againe,  and  thus  tojing  began. 


You 
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YO  V,  that  at  a  blufli  can  tell, 
Where  the  beft  perfections  dwell ; 
And  the  fubftance  can  coniedure, 
By  a  ihaddow,  or  a  Picture  : 
Come,  and  try,  if  you  by  this  ; 
Know  my  MiftreJ/e,  who  fhe  is. 

For,  though  I  am  farre  vnable 
Here  to  match  Ape  lies  table, 
Or  draw  Zeuxes,  cunning  Lines, 
Who,  fo  painted  Bacchus  Vines, 
That  the  hungry  Byrds  did  mufter, 
Round  the  counterfeited  Clufter. 
Though,  I  vaunt  not  to  inherit, 
Petrarchs,  yet  vnequal'd  fpirit ; 
Nor  to  quaffe  the  facred  Well, 
Halfe  fo  deepe  as  Aftrophill: 
Though,  the  much  commended  Celia, 
Louely  Laura,  Stella,  Delia, 
(Who  in  former  times  excell'd) 
Liue  in  Lines  vnparaled  ; 
Making  vs  beleeue  'twere  much, 
Earth  fhould  yeeld  another  fuch. 

Yet,  affifted  but  by  Nature, 
I  affay  to  paint  a  Creature 

Whofe 
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Whofe  rare  worth,  in  future  yeares, 

Shall  be  prayfd,  as  much  as  theirs. 

Nor  let  any  thinke  amiffe, 

That  I  haue  prefumed  this  : 

For,  a  gentle  Nimph  is  fhee, 

And  hath  often  honor' d  me. 

Shees,  a  noble  fparke  of  light, 

In  each  part  fo  exquifit, 

Had  fhe  in  times  paffed  beene, 

They  had  made  her,  beauties  Queene. 

Then,  fhall  cowardly  defpaire, 
Let  the  moil  vnblemifht/#z>£, 
For  default  of  fome  poore  Art 
(Which  her  fauour  may  impart) 
And  the  fweeteft  Beauty  fade, 
That  was  euer  borne  or  made  ? 
Shall,  of  all  thefatre  ones,  fhee 
Onely  fo  vnhappy  be  ;  . 
As  to  Hue  in  fuch  a  Time, 
In  fo  rude,  fo  dull  a  Clime, 
Where  no  fpirit  can  afcend 
High  enough,  to  apprehend 
Her  vnprized  excellence, 
Which  lies  hid  from  common  fenfe  ? 
Neuer  fhall  a  ftaine  fo  vile, 
Blemifh  this,  our  Poets  lie. 
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I  my  felfe,  will  rather  runne, 
And  feeke  out  for  Helicon. 
I,  will  wafh,  and  make  me  cleane, 
In  the  waues  of  Hyppocrene  : 
And  in  fpight  of  Fortunes  barres, 
Climbe  the  Hill  that  braues  the  ftarres. 
Where,  if  I  can  get  no  Mufe 
That  will  any  skill  infufe, 
(Or  my  iuft  attempt  prefer) 
I  will  make  a  Mufe  of  Her : 
Whofe  kind  heat  fhall  foone  diftill, 
Art,  into  my  ruder  quill. 
By  her  fauour,  I  will  gaine 
Helpe,  to  reach  fo  rare  a  Straine: 
That  the  learned  Hils  fhall  wonder, 
How  the  vntaught  vallies  vnder, 
Met  with  Raptures  fo  diuine, 
Without  knowledge  of  the  NINE. 
I,  that  am  a  Shepheards  Swaine, 
Piping  on  the  lowly  plaine, 
And  no  other  Mufi'que  can, 
Then  what  learn'd  I  haue  of  Pan. 
I,  who  neuer  fung  the  Layes, 
That  deferue  Apollo  s  bayes, 
Hope  not  onely,  here  to  frame, 
Meafures,  which  fhall  keepe  Her  name, 

From 
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From  the  fpight  of  wafting  Times  ; 
But  (enmrin'd  in  facred  Rimes) 
Place  her,  where  her  forme  diuine, 
Shall  to  after  ages  fhine  : 
And  without  refpec~l  of  Odds, 
Vye  renowne  with  Demy-Gods. 

Then,  whilft  of  her  praife  I  fing, 
Harken  Vally,  Groue  and  Spring] 
Liften  to  me  facred  Fountaines, 
Solitarie  Rocks,  and  Mountaines  : 
Satyres,  and  you  wanton  Elues, 
That  doe  nightly  fport  your  felues. 
Shepheards,  you  that  on  the  Reede, 
Whiffle  while  your  lambes  doe  feed  : 
Aged  Woods,  and  Floods,  that  know, 
What  hath  beene  long  times  agoe. 
Your  more  ferious  Notes  among, 
Heare,  how  I  can  in  my  Song, 
Set  a  Nimphs  perfection  forth  : 
And,  when  you  haue  heard  her  worth  ; 
Say,  if  fuch  another  Laffe, 
Euer  knowne  to  mortall  was. 

Liften  Lordlings ;  you  that  mod, 
Of  your  outward  honors  boaft. 
And  you  Gallants ;  that  thinke  fcorne, 
We  to  lowly  fortunes  borne, 

Should 
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Should  attaine  to  any  graces, 
Where,  you  looke  for  fweet  embraces. 

See ;  if  all  thofe  vanities, 
Whereon  your  affeclion  lies. 
Or  the  Titles,  or  the  power, 
By  your  Fathers  virtues  your, 
Can  your  Miftreffes  enfhrine, 
In  fuch  ftate,  as  I  will  mine  : 
Who  am  forced,  to  importune 
Fauours,  in  defpight  of  Fortune. 

Beauties  liften  ;  chiefly  you, 
That  yet  know  not  Virtues  due. 
You,  that  thinke  there  are  no  fports, 
Nor  no  honours  but  in  Courts. 
(Though  of  thoufands  there  Hues  not 
Two,  but  dye  and  are  forgot :) 
See,  if  any  Palace  yeelds 
Ought  more  glorious,  then  the  Fields. 
And  confider  well,  if  we 
May  not  as  high-flying  be 
In  our  thoughts,  as  you  that  fmg 
In  the  Chambers  of  a  King. 
See  ;  if  our  contented  minds, 
Whom  Ambition  neuer  blinds  : 
fWe,  that  clad  in  home-fpun  gray, 
On  our  owne  fweet  Meadowes  play) 

Cannot 
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Cannot  honour  (if  we  pleafe) 
Where  we  lift  as  well  as  thefe. 
Or  as  well  of  worth  approue ; 
Or  with  equall  paffions  loue. 
See,  if  beauties  may  not  touch 
Our  foone-louing  hearts  as  much  : 
Or  our  feruices  effect 
Fauours,  with  as  true  refpeft 
In  your  good  conceits  to  rife, 
As  our  painted  Butterflies. 

And  you  Faireft  giue  her  roome, 
When  your  Sexes  pride  doth  come  : 
For  that  Subiect  of  my  fong, 
I  inuoke  thefe  Groues  among, 
To  be  witneffe  of  the  Layes, 
Which  I  carroll  in  her  praife. 
And  becaufe  fhee  foone  will  fee, 
If  my  Measures  faultie  be ; 
Whilft  I  chaunt  them,  let  each  Rime 
Keepe  a  well  proportioned  time  : 
And  with  ftraines  that  are  diuine, 
Meet  her  thoughts  in  euery  line. 
Let  each  accent  there,  prefent 
To  her  Soule  a  new  content ; 
And,  with  rauifhings  fo  ceaze  her, 
She  may  feele  the  height  of  pleafure. 

C  You 
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You  enchanting  fpells,  that  lye, 
Lurking  in  fweet  Poefee  : 
(And  to  none  elfe  will  appeare, 
But  to  thofe  that  worthy  are) 
Make  Her  know  there  is  a  power 
Ruling  in  thefe  Charmes  of  your  ; 
That  tranfcends  (a  thoufand  heights) 
Ordinary  mens  delights  : 
And  can  leaue  within  her  breft, 
Pleafures,  not  to  be  exprefl. 
Let  her  linger,  on  each  flraine, 
As  if  fhee  would  heare't  againe  ; 
And  were  loth  to  part  from  thence, 
Till  fhee  had  the  quinteffence, 
Out  of  each  conceit  fhee  meets, 
And  had  ftord  her,  with  thofe  fweets. 

Make  her,  by  your  Art  to  fee  : 
I,  that  am  her  Swaine,  was  he, 
Vnto  whom  all  beauties  here, 
Were  alike,  and  equall  deare. 
That  I  could  of  freedome  boafl, 
And  of  fauours  with  the  moft : 
Yet,  now  (nothing  more  affecting) 
Sing  of  Her,  the  reft  neglecting. 

Make  her  heart,  with  full  Compaffion, 
ludge  the  merit  of  true  paffion  ; 

And 


OF   PHIL' A  RE  TE. 

And,  as  much  my  loue  prefer, 
As  I  ftriue  to  honor  Her. 

Laftly ;  you,  that  will  (I  know) 
Heare  me,  wh'ere  you  fhould  or  no. 
You,  that  feeke  to  turne  all  Flowers, 
By  your  breathes  infe6Kous  powers, 
Into  fuch  ranke  lothfome  weedes, 
As  your  dunghill  nature  breeds. 
Let  your  hearts  be  chaft,  or  here 
Come  not,  till  you  purge  them  cleare. 
Marke ;  and  marke  then,  what  is  worfl  : 
For,  what  ere  it  feeme  at  firfl ; 
If  you  bring  a  modeft  minde, 
You  fhall  nought  immodeil  finde. 

But,  if  any  too  feuere, 
Happ  to  lend  a  partiall  eare  ; 
Or,  out  of  his  blindneffe  yawne, 
Such  a  word,  as  Ok  prophane : 
Let  him  know  thus  much  from  me, 
If  here's  ought  prophane,  tis  he  ; 
Who  applies  thefe  excellences, 
Onely  to  the  touch  of  fenfes  : 
And,  dimm  fighted,  cannot  fee, 
Where  the  foule  of  this,  may  bee. 

Yet,  that  no  offence  may  grow, 
Tis  their  choice,  to  flay,  or  goe. 

C  2  Or, 
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Or,  if  any  for  defpight, 
Rather  comes,  then  for  delight  : 
For  his  prefence  He  not  pray, 
Nor  his  abfence  :  come  he  may. 
Critticks  fhall  admitted  be, 
Though  I  know  theile  carpe  at  me. 
For  I  neither  feare  nor  care, 
What  in  this,  their  cenfures  are. 

If  the  Verfe  heere  vfed,  be 
Their  diflike  ;  it  liketh  me. 
If  my  Methode  they  deride, 
Let  them  know,  Loue  is  not  tide 
In  his  free  Difcourfe,  to  chufe 
SuchftriEl  rules  as  Arts-men  vfe. 
Thefe  may  prate  of  Loue  ;  but  they, 
Know  him  not;  for  Hee  will  play 
From  the  matter,  now  and  then, 
Off  and  on,  and  off  agen. 

If  this  Prologue  tedious  feeme, 
Or  the  reft  too  long  they  deeme  : 
Let  them  know,  my  loue  they  win, 
Though  they  goe  ere  I  begin, 
luft  as  if  they  mould  attend  me, 
Till  the  laft,  and  there  commend  me. 
For,  I  will  for  no  mans  pleafure 
Change  a  Syllable  or  meafure  : 

Since 
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Neither  for  their  praifes  adde 
Ought  to  mend  what  they  thinke  bad  : 
Since  it  neuer  was  my  fafhion, 
To  make  worke  of  Recreation. 

Pedants  fhall  not  tye  my  ftraines, 
To  our  Antique  Poets  vaines  ; 
As  if  we,  in  latter  dayes, 
Knew  to  loue,  but  not  to  praife. 
Being  borne  as  free  as  thefe, 
I  will  fmg,  as  I  fhall  pleafe  ; 
Who,  as  well  new  paths  may  run, 
As  the  beft  before  haue  done. 
I  difdaine  to  make  my  Song, 
For  their  pleafures  fhort  or  long. 
If  I  pleafe  He  end  it  here  : 
If  I  lift  He  fmg  this  yeere. 
And,  though  none  regard  of  it, 
By  my  felfe  I  pleas'd  can  fit, 
And,  with  that  contentment  cheare  me, 
As  if  halfe  the  world  did  heare  me. 

But  becaufe  I  am  affured, 
All  are  either  fo  coniured, 
As  they  will  my  Song  attend, 
With  the  patience  of  a  friend  ; 
Or  (at  lead)  take  note,  that  I 
Care  not  much  :  now  willingly 
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I  thefe  goodly  Colours  lay, 
Wind,  nor  Raine,  (hall  weare  away. 
But  retaine  their  purefl  glaffe, 
When  the  Statues  made  of  braffe, 
For  fome  Princes  more  renowne, 
Shall  be  wholly  ouerthrowne  : 
Or  (confum'd  with  cankred  ruft) 
Lie  neglected  in  the  duft. 

And  my  Reafon  giues  direction, 
(When  I  fmg  of  fuch  perfection) 
Firft,  thofe  beauties  to  declare, 
Which  (though  hers)  without  her  are. 
To  aduance  her  fame,  I  find, 
Thofe  are  of  a  triple  kind. 
Priuiledges  fhe  hath  ftore, 
At  her  birth,  fmce,  and  before. 
From  before  her  birth,  the  fame, 
Shee  of  high  difcents  may  claime  ; 
fWhofe  wel-gotten  honors,  may 
Her  deferuing  more  difplayj 
For,  from  heauenly  race  fhee  fprings, 
And  from  high  and  mightie  Kings. 

At  her  birth  ;  fhee  was  by  Fate 
In  thofe  Parents  fortunate, 
Whofe  eftates  and  virtues  flood, 
Anfwerable  to  their  Blood. 

Then 
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Then,  the  Nation,  Time,  and  Place, 
To  the  reft  may  adde  fome  grace. 
For  the  People,  with  the  Clime, 
And  the  fafhions  of  the  time  ; 
(In  all  which  fhe  hath  been  bleft, 
By  enioying  them  at  beft) 
Doe  not  onely  mend  the  features, 
But  oft  times  make  better  natures. 
Whereas,  thofe  who  hap  not  fo, 
Both  defornYd,  and  ruder  grow. 

In  thefe  Climes,  and  latter  dayes, 
To  deferue  fweet  Beauties  praife, 
fWhere  fo  many  females  dwell, 
That  each  feemeth  to  excell) 
In  more  glory  twenty  fold, 
Then  it  was  in  dayes  of  old, 
When  our  ordinary  Faire  ones 
Might  haue  been  efteemed  rare  ones ; 
And  haue  made  a  fubiect  fit, 
For  their  brauefl  Poets  wit. 
Little  Rum-lights,  or  a  fparke, 
Shineth  fairely  in  the  darke  : 
And,  to  him  occafion  giues 
That  from  fight  of  leffer  Hues 
To  adore  it :  yet  the  Ray 
Of  one  Torch  will  take  away 

C4  All 
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All  the  light  of  twentie  more, 
That  fhin'd  very  well  before. 
So,  thofe  pettie  Beauties,  which 
Made  the  times  before  vs  rich  ; 
Though  but  fparkles  feemd  a  flame, 
Which  hath  been  increaft  by  Fame, 
And  their  true  affeclions,  who 
Better  neuer  liu'd  to  know. 
Whereas,  her  if  they  had  feene, 
Shee  had  fure  adored  beene, 
And  taught  Ages  pail,  to  fing 
Sweeter  in  their  Sonneting. 

Such  a  Ray,  fo  cleare,  fo  bright, 
Had  out-fhined  all  the  light, 
Of  a  thoufand  fuch  as  theirs, 
Who  were  then  efteemed  Starres ; 
And  would  haue  enlightned,  neere 
Halfe  the  worlds  wide  Hemifphere. 
Shee  is  faireft,  that  may  paffe 
For  a  faire  one,  where  the  Laffe 
Trips  it  on  the  Countrie  greene, 
That  may  equall  Spartas  Queene. 
Where  (in  euery  ftreet  you  fee) 
Throngs  of  Nymphs  and  Ladies  be, 
That  are  faire  enough  to  moue 
Angels ;  and  enamour  I  one. 

Shee 
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Shee  muft  matchleffe  features  bring 
That  now  mooues  a  Mufe  to  fing, 
When  as  one  fmall  Prouince  may 
Shew  more  Beauties  in  a  day, 
Then  the  halfe  of  Europe  could, 
Breed  them  in  an  age  of  old. 
Such  is  fhee,  and  fuch  a  lot 
Hath  her  rare  perfection  got. 

Since  her  birth  ;  to  make  the  coulor 
Of  fo  true  a  Beautie  fuller ; 
And  to  giue  a  better  grace 
To  that  fweetneffe  in  the  face  : 
Shee,  hath  all  the  furthrance  had, 
Noble  educations  add. 
And  not  onely  knoweth  all, 
Which  our  Ladies,  Courtfhip  call, 
With  thofe  knowledges,  that  doe 
Grace  her  fex,  and  fute  thereto  : 
But  fhee  hath  attaind  to  find, 
(What  is  rare  with  womankind) 
Excellencies,  whereby  fhe 
May  in  foule  delighted  be ; 
And  reape  more  contentment,  than 
One  of  twentie  thoufand  can. 

By  this  meanes,  hath  better'd  bin, 
All  without  her,  and  within. 

For, 


743 


OF   PHILARE  TE. 

For,  it  hath  by  adding  Arts, 
To  addorne  her  natiue  parts, 
Raifed  to  a  noble  flame, 
(Which  fhall  lighten  forth  her  fame) 
Thofe  deare  fparkes  of  facred  fire, 
Which  the  Mufes  did  infpire 
At  her  birth  :  that  fhe  compleat, 
Might  with  them  befit  a  feat. 
But,  perhaps  I  doe  amife, 
To  infift  fo  long  on  this. 
Thefe,  are  fuperficiall  things  ; 
And  but  (lender  fhaddowings, 
To  the  worke  I  haue  in  hand. 
Neither  can  you  vnderftand, 
What  her  excellence  may  be, 
Till  her  felfe  defcrib'd  you  fee. 
Nor  can  mine,  or  any  penn, 
Paint  her  halfe  fo  louely  then, 
As  fhe  is  indeed.     For,  here 
Might  thofe  Deities  appeare, 
Which  young  Paris  view'd,  at  will, 
Naked,  vpon  Ida  hill  ; 
That  I  from  thofe  three  might  take, 
All  their  beauties  One  to  make 
(Thofe,  no  queftion  well  compact, 
Would  haue  made  vp  one  exact) 


Some- 
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Something  yet,  we  miffe  of  might, 
To  expreffe  her  fweetneffe  right, 
hinds  maieftie  would  fit ; 
Venus  beauty,  Pallas  wit : 
Might  haue  brought  to  patterne  hers, 
In  fome  fhew'd  particulers. 
But,  they  neuer  can  expreffe, 
Her  whole  frame  or  worthineffe  : 
With  thofe  excellences,  which 
Make  both  foule,  and  body  rich. 

Pallas  fometimes  was  vntoward, 
Venus  wanton,  luno  froward  : 
Yea,  all  three  infecled  were, 
With  fuch  faults  as  women  are. 
And,  though  falfly  Deifid, 
Fraileties  had,  which  fhee'le  deride. 

By  herfelfe>  muft  therefore  fhe, 
Or  by  nothing  pattern'd,  be. 
And  I  hope  to  paynt  her  fo, 
By  her  felfe ;  that  you  fhall  know, 
I  haue  feru'd  no  common  Dame, 
Of  meane  worth,  or  vulger  fame, 
But  a  Nimph  that's  fairer  than, 
Pen,  or  Pencill,  portrait  can. 
And  to  morrow  if  you  ftray, 
Backe  againe  this  vncoth  way  : 


7-15 


THE    MIS  TRE  S  SE 

I  my  fimple  art  will  fhow  : 
But,  the  time  preuents  me  now. 
For,  except  at  yonder  glade, 
All  the  Laund  is  vnder  fhade. 
That,  before  thefe  Ewes  be  told, 
Thofe  my  Weathers  in  the  fold, 
Ten  young  Wainlings  driuen  downe 
To  the  well  beneath  the  Towne ; 
And  my  Lambkins  changed  from 
Brome  leaze,  to  the  Mead  at  home  : 
Twill  be  farre  in  night :  and  fo, 
I  fhall  make  my  father  woe 
For  my  flay,  and  be  in  feare 
Some  what  is  mifchanced  here. 
On  your  way,  He  therefore  bring  you, 
And  a  Song  or  two  He  fing  you, 
Such  as  I  (halfe  in  defpaire) 
Made  when  firfl  I  woo'd  my  Faire : 
Whereunto  my  Boy  fhall  play, 
That  my  voyce  affift,  it  may. 


Come 
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COme  my  Mufe,  if  thou  difdaine, 
A II  my  comforts  are  bereft  me  ; 
No  delight  doth  now  remaine, 

I  nor  friend,  norflocke  haue  left  me, 
They  are  fcattered  on  the  plaine. 

(Men,  alas)  are  too  feuere, 

And  makefcoffes  at  Loners  Fortunes  ; 
Women,  hearted  like  the  Beare, 

That  regards  not  who  importunes, 
But,  doth  all  in  pieces  teare. 

If  I  Jhould  my  forrowes  Jhozv 

Vnto  Riuers,  Springs,  or  Fountaines, 

They  are  fencelejfe  of  my  woe ; 
So  are  groues,  and  rockes,  and  mountaines. 

Then,  oh  whither  fliall  I  goe  ? 

Meanes  of  'harbour  me  to  Jhield 

From  difpaire\  Ah,  know  you  any? 
For,  nor  Citie,  Grange,  nor  Field 

( Though  they  lend  content  to  many] 
Vnto  me,  can  comfort  yeeld. 

I  haiie  wept  and  Jighed  to, 

For  compaffion  to  make  triall : 
Yea,  done  all  that  words  can  doe, 

Yet  haue  nothing  but  deny  all. 
What  way  is  there  then  to  wooe  ? 

Shall 
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Shall  I  fweare,  protejl,  and  vow  ? 

So  haue  I  done  moft  extreamely. 
Should  I  die  ?    I  know  not  how. 

For,  from  all  attempts  vnfeemely, 
Loue,  and  Virtue,  keepes  me  now. 

I  haue  heard  that  Time  preuailes  ; 

But  I  feare  mee  tis  a  fable. 
Time,  and  all  endeauour  failes  ; 

To  beare  more,  my  heart's  vnable, 
Yet  none  careth  what  it  ayles. 

Lines,  to  fome  haue  op't  the  dore, 
And  got  entrance  for  affection. 

Words  wellfpoken,  much  implore 
By  the  Geftures  good  direction : 

But  a  Looke  doth  ten  times  more. 

Tis  the  Eye  that  onely  reades, 

To  the  heart,  loues  deepejl  Lectures. 

By  a  moouing  looke  it  pleads, 

More  then  common  fence  coniectures : 

And,  a  way  to pittie  leades. 

This,  I  knowing  did  obferue, 

(both  by  Words,  6*  Looks  complaining) 
Yet,  for  pittie  I  may  Jlarue : 

There's  no  hope  of  my  obtaining ; 
Till  J  better  can  deferue. 


Yea. 
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Yea,  and  he  that  thinkes  to  ivinne 

By  deferty  may  bee  deceived. 
For,  they  who  haue  worthiejl  bin. 

Of  their  right  haue  beene  bereaued, 
And  a  Groonie  admitted  in. 

Wherefore  Mufe,  to  thee  I  call  \ 
Thou  (Jince  nothing  elfe  auailes  me) 

Muft  redeeme  mee  from  my  thrall. 
If  thy  fweet  enchauntment  failes  me, 

Then  adue>  loue,  life,  and  all. 


2. 


TEllmemyhart,ivhatrlL}\oug\ti.s  thefepantings  moue  ? 
My  Thoughts  of  LOU E. 
What  Flames  are  thefe,  thatfet  theefo  on  fire? 

Flames  of  DESIRE. 
What  Meanes  haft  thoit,  contentments  fioure  to  crop  ? 

No  Meanes  but  HOPE. 
Yet  let  vs  feed  on  Hope,  and  Hope  the  beft. 
For,  they  amid  their  grief es  arefomething  bleft ;  (fcope, 
Whofe  Thoughts,  &  Flames,  &  Meanes,  haue fuch  free 
They  may  at  once,  bothL  0  VE,  DESIRE,  and  HOPE. 

But  fay ;  what  Fruit  will  loue  at  laft  obtaine  ? 

Fruitleffe  DISDAINE. 

What  will  thofe  Hopes pr 'oue,  which y et feemefo  fair e? 
Hopeleffe  DESPAIRS. 

What 
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What  Endfaatt  runne  thofe  pajfions  out  of  breath  ? 

An  endleffe  D E  A  TH. 
Oh  can  there  be  fuch  crueltie  in  Loue  ? 
And  doth  my  Fortune^  vngentle proue, 
Shee  will  no  Fruit,  nor  Hope,  nor  End  bequeath, 
ButcruelleJlDISDAIN,DISPAIRE,andDEA  TH? 

Then  what  new  Studie  Jhall  I  now  apply  ? 

Studie  to  DIE. 

How  might  I  end  my  Care,  and  dye  content  ? 
Carefc  REPENT. 
A  nd  what  good  Thoughts  may  make  my  end  more  holy  ? 

Thinke  on  thy  FOLLY. 
Yes,  fo  I  will ;  andjince  my  Fate  can  gitie 
No  Hope,  but  euer  without  Hope  to  Hue. 
My  Studies,  Cares,  and  Thoughts,  He  all  apply, 
To  weigh  my  POLL  Y  well,  REPENT  and  DIE. 


SAD  Eyes  wJiat  doe  you  ayle 
To  be  thus  ill  difpofed? 
Why  doth  your  fteeping  faile, 
Now  all  mem  elfe  are  clofed  f 
Waft  /,  that  nere  did  bow 
In  any  feruile  dutie  ; 
And  will  you  makeme,  now, 
A  ftaue  to  Loue  and  Beautie  f 


What 
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What  though  thy  Miftreffe  fmile, 

And  in  her  loue  affects  thee  ? 

Let  not  her  eye  beguile, 

I  fearejhee  difrefpetts  thee. 
Doe  not  poor e  heart  depend 
On  thofe  vaine  thoughts  that  Jill  thee ; 
Theyle  faile  thee  in  the  end, 
So  muft  thy  paffions  kill  thee. 

What  hopes  haue  I,  that  Jhee 

will  hold  her  fauours  euer  ; 

When  fo  few  women  be, 

That  conftant  can  p  erf  euer  ? 
What  ere  Jhee  doe  protejl, 
When  Fortunes  doe  deceiue  me ; 
Then  Jhee,  with  all  the  reft, 
I  fear  e,  alas  !  will  leaue  me. 

Whil'Jl  youth,  &  ftrength  remains, 

With  art  that  may  commend  her ; 

Per  haps,  Jhe  nought  difdaines, 

Her  feruant  Jhould  attend  her. 
But,  it  is  one  to  ten, 
If  crojfes  ouertake  me ; 
Shee  will  not  know  me,  then, 
Butfcorne,  andfoforfake  mee. 

D  Shall 
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Shall  then  in  earneft  truth, 
My  carefull  eyes  obferue  her  f 
Shall  I  confume  my  youth, 
Andjhort  my  time  toferue  her  f 

Shall  I,  beyond  my  ftrength, 

Let  paffions  torments  prooue  me, 

To  heare  her  fay,  at  length, 

Away,  I  cannot  loue  thee  ? 

Oh,  rather  let  me  dye, 

Whir  ft  I  thus  gentle  finde  her ; 

Twere  worfe  then  death,  if  I, 

Should  finde  fhee  prooues  vnkinder. 
One  frowne  (though  but  in  ieft) 
Or  one  vnkindnes,  fained, 
Would  rob  me  of  more  reft, 
Then  ere  could  be  regained. 

But,  in  her  eyes  I  finde, 
Suchftgnes  of  pitie  moouing ; 
Shee  cannot  be  vnkinde  : 
Nor  erre,  nor  faile  in  louing. 
And,  on  her  forehead,  this, 
Seemes  written  to  relieue  me ; 
My  heart  no  ioy  fhall  miffe, 
That  Loue,  or  Shee,  can  giue  me. 


Which 
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Which  if  I  finde,  I  vow, 

My  feruice  Jhall  perfeuer : 

The  fame  that  I  am  now, 

I  will  continue  euer. 
No  others  high  degree, 
Nor  beautious  looke  Jhall  change  me. 
My  LoueJJiall  conjlant  bee, 
And  no  eftate  ejlrange  me. 

When  other  noble  Dames 

By  greater  men  attended ; 

Shall  with  their  Lines,  and  Names, 

Haue  all  their  glories  ended ; 
Withfairejl  Queenesy&z///^, 
Sitfharing  equall  glory  : 
And  Times  to  come,  Jhall  be, 
Delighted  with  our  Story. 

Infpight  of  others  hates, 

More  honour  I  will  doe  her, 

Then  thofe,  that  with  Eftates, 

And  helpes  of  Fortune  wooe  her. 
Yea,  that  true  worth  I  fpie, 
Though  Monarchs  Jlroue  to  grace  it, 
Theyjhould  not  reach  more  hie, 
Then  I  dare  hope  to  place  it. 

D  2  And 
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And  though  I  neuer  vaunt, 
What  fauours  are  poj/ej/ed, 
Much  leffe  content  I  want, 
Then  if  they  were  expreffed. 

Let  others  make  their  mirth, 

To  blab  each  kiffe,  or  toying ; 

/  know  no  bliffe  on  earth, 

Like,  fecret  Loue  enioying. 

And  thisjhall  be  the  worft, 

Of  all  that  can  betide  me ; 

If  I,  like  fome  accurft, 

Should  jinde  my  hopes  deride  me  : 
My  Cares  will  not  be  long, 
I  knoiv  which  way  to  mend  them ; 
lie  thinke  who  did  the  wrong, 
Sigh,  breake  my  heart,  and  end  them. 


HAile  faire  Beauties,  and  againe, 
Haile  to  all  your  goodly  traine. 
What  I  promifd  yefterday, 
If  it  pleafe  you,  heare  yee  may  : 
For,  now  once  begun  haue  I, 
Sing  I  will,  though  none  were  by. 

And 
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And,  though  freely  on  I  runne, 
Yet  confufed  paths  to  fhunne, 
Firft,  that  part  fhalbe  difclof 'd, 
Thats  of  Elements  compof  d. 
There,  the  two  vnequall  paire, 
Water,  Fire,  Earth  and  Ayre. 
fEach  one  futing  a  Complexion,) 
Haue  fo  cunning  a  Commixtion  ; 
As  they,  in  proportion  fweet, 
With  the  rareft  temper  meete. 
Either,  in  as  much  as  needeth, 
So  as  neither,  ought  exceedeth. 
This  pure  fubftance,  is  the  fame, 
Which  the  Body  we  doe  name. 
Were  that,  of  immortall  ftuffe  ; 
Tis  refin'd  and  pure  enough, 
To  be  cald  a  Soule :  for  fure, 
Many  Soules  are  not  fo  pure. 
I  (that  with  a  ferious  looke. 
Note  of  this  rare  Moddel  tooke) 
Find,  that  Nature  in  their  places, 
So  well  couched  all  the  Graces, 
As  the  Curiouft  eies  that  be, 
Can  nor  blot,  nor  blemifh  fee. 

Like  a  Pine  it  groweth  ftreight, 
Reaching  an  approued  height : 

D  3  And 
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And  hath  all  the  choice  perfections, 
That  inflame  the  beft  affections. 
In  the  motion  of  each  part, 
Nature  feemes  to  ftriue  with  Art, 
Which  her  geftures  moft  fhall  bleffe, 
With  the  guifts  of  Pleafingneffe. 

When  fhe  fits ;  me,  thinkes,  I  fee, 
How  all  virtues  fixed  be, 
In  a  frame  ;  whofe  conflant  mould, 
Will  the  fame  vnchanged  hold. 
If  you  note  her  when  fhe  moues, 
Cytherea  drawne  with  doues  : 
May  come  learne  fuch  winning  motions, 
As  will  gaine  to  loues  deuotions, 
More  then  all  her  painted  wiles  ; 
Such  as  teares,  or  fighs,  or  fmiles. 

Some,  whofe  bodies  want  true  graces, 
Haue  fweete  features  in  their  faces  : 
Others,  that  doe  miffe  them  there, 
Louely  are  fome  other  where ; 
And  to  our  defires  doe  fitte, 
In  behauiour,  or  in  witte  : 
Or  fome  inward  worth  appearing, 
To  the  foule,  the  foule  endearing. 
But,  in  her  your  eie  may  find, 
All  thats  good  in  Womankind. 
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What  in  others  we  preferre, 
Are  but  fundry  parts  of  her  : 
Who,  moft  perfect,  doth  prefent, 
What  might  one,  and  all  content. 
Yea,  he  that  in  loue  ftill  ranges, 
And  each  day,  or  howrly  changes  ; 
(Had  he  Judgement  but  to  know, 
What  perfection  in  her  grow) 
There  would  find  the  fpring  of  ftore, 
Sweare  a  faith,  and  change  no  more. 

Neither  in  the  to  tall  frame,, 
Is  fhe  only  void  of  blame  ; 
But,  each  part  furuei'd  a  funder, 
Might  beget  both  loue  and  wonder. 
If  you  dare  to  looke  fo  high, 
Or  behold  fuch  maieftie  ; 
Lift  your  wondring  eies,  and  fee, 
Whether  ought  can  better'd  be. 

Ther's  her  Haire,  with  which  Loue  angles, 
And  beholders  eies  intangles. 
For,  in  thofe  faire  curled  fnares, 
They  are  hampred  vnawares  : 
And  compeld  to  fweare  a  duty, 
To  her  fweete  inthrauling  beauty. 
In  my  mind,  tis  the  moft  faire, 
That  was  euer  called  haire, 

D  4  Some- 
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Somewhat  brighter  then  a  browne, 
And  her  Treffes  wauing  downe, 
At  full  length,  and  fo  difpread  : 
Mantles  her  from  foote  to  head. 

If  you  faw  her  Arched  Brow, 
Tell  me  pray,  what  Art  knowes  how 
To  haue  made  it  in  a  line, 
More  exacl,  or  more  diuine. 
Beauty  there  may  be  difcri'd, 
In  the  height  of  all  her  pride, 
Tis  a  meanly  rifing  plaine, 
Whofe  pure  white  hath  many  a  vaine, 
Interlacing  like  the  fprings, 
In  the  earths  enamilings. 
If  the  tale  be  not  a  toy, 
Of  the  little  winged  Boy ; 
When  he  meanes  to  flrike  a  heart, 
Thence,  he  throwes  the  fatall  dart : 
Which  of  wounds  ftill  makes  a  paire, 
One  of  Loue,  one  of  Difpaire. 

Round  her  vifage  :  or  fo  neare, 
To  a  roundnes  doth  appeare, 
That  no  more  of  length  it  takes, 
Then  what  beft  proportion  makes. 

Short  her  Chinne  is  ;  and  yet  fo, 
As  it  is  iuft  long  enow  : 

Loue- 
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Louelines,  doth  feeme  to  glory, 
In  that  Cyrcling  Promontory. 
Pretty  mouing  features  skip, 
Twixt  that  hillocke  and  the  lip  : 
If  you  note  her,  but  the  while 
She  is  pleaf'd  to  fpeake,  or  fmile. 

And  her  Lips  fthat  fhew  no  dulnes) 
Full  are,  in  the  meaneft  fulnes  : 
Thofe,  the  leaues  be,  whofe  vnfolding, 
Brings  fweete  pleafures  to  beholding  : 
For,  fuch  pearles  they  doe  difclofe, 
Both  the  Indies  match  not  thofe  : 
Yet,  are  fo  in  order  placed, 
As  their  whiteneffe  is  more  graced. 
Each  part  is  fo  well  difpofed, 
And  her  dainty  mouth  compofed, 
So,  as  there  is  no  diilortion, 
Misbefeemes  that  fweete  proportion. 

When  her  luorie  Teeth  fhe  buries, 
Twixt  her  two  enticing  cherries, 
There  appeares  fuch  pleafures  hidden, 
As  might  tempt  what  were  forbidden. 
If  you  looke  againe  the  whiles, 
She  doth  part  thofe  lips  in  fmiles  : 
Tis  as  when  a  flafh  of  light, 
Breakes  from  heauen  to  glad  the  night. 

Other 
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Other  parts  my  pencill  craue, 
But  thofe  lips  I  cannot  leaue  ; 
For  (me  thinkes)  I  fhould  goe, 
And  forfake  thofe  Cherries  fo. 
Ther's  a  kind  of  excellence, 
Holds  me  from  departing  hence. 
I  would  tell  you  what  it  were, 
But  my  cunning  failes  me  there. 
They  are  like  in  their  difclofes, 
To  the  mornings  dewie  rofes  : 
That  befide  the  name  of  faire, 
Caft  perfumes  that  fweet  the  Aire. 
Melting-foft  her  kiffes  be, 
And  had  I,  now,  two  or  three ; 
(More  infpired,  by  their  touch) 
I  had  praifd  them  twife  afmuch. 

But  fweete  Mufes  marke  yee  how, 
Her  faire  eies  doe  checke  me  now, 
That  I  feem'd  to  paffe  them  fo  : 
And  their  praifes  ouer  goe  : 
And  yet  blame  me  not,  that  I 
Would  fo  fame  haue  paft  them  by. 
For,  I  feared  to  haue  feene  them, 
Leaft  there  were  fome  danger  in  them. 
Yet,  fuch  gentle  lookes  they  lend, 
As  might  make  her  foe,  a  friend ; 


And 
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And  by  their  allurings  moue, 

All  beholders,  vnto  loue. 

Such  a  power  is  alfo  there, 

As  will  keepe  thofe  thoughts  in  feare  ; 

And  command  enough  I  faw, 

To  hold  impudence  in  awe. 

There,  may  he  that  knowes  to  loue, 

Read  contents,  which  are  aboue, 

Their  ignoble  aimes,  who  know 

Nothing,  that  fo  high  doth  grow. 

Whilft  fhe  me  beholding  is, 

My  hart  dares  not  thinke  amiffe  : 

For,  her  fight  moft  peircing  cleare, 

Seemes  to  fee,  whats  written  there. 

Thofe  bright  Eies,  that  with  their  light, 
Often  times  haue  bleft  my  fight, 
And  in  turning  thence  their  fhining, 
Left  me  in  fad  darkenes  pining  : 
Are  the  rareft,  loueliefh  gray. 
And  do  caft  forth  fuch  a  ray ; 
As  the  man,  that  black  prefers, 
More  would  like  this  gray  of  hers. 

When  their  matchles  beames  fhe  fhrouds, 
Tis  like  Cynthia  hid  in  Clouds. 
If  againe  fhe  fhew  them  light, 
Tis  like  morning  after  night. 

And, 
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And,  tis  worthy  well  beholding, 
With  how  many  a  pretty  folding, 
Her  fweet  eye-lids  grace  that  faire, 
Meanly  fring'd  with  beaming  haire  : 
Whereby,  neatly  ouerfpread, 
Thofe  bright  lamps  are  fhaddowed. 

Twixt  the  Eyes,  no  hollow  place, 
Wrinkle  nor  vndecent  fpace, 
Difproportions  her  in  ought ; 
Though  by  Enuy,  faults  were  fought. 

On  thofe  Eye-browes  neuer  yet, 
Did  difdainefull  fcowling  fit. 
Loue  and  Goodneffe  gotten  thither, 
Sit  on  equall  thrones  together ; 
And  doe  throw  iuft  fcorne  on  them, 
That  their  gouernment  contemne. 

Then  falmoft  obfcur'd)  appeares 
Thofe  her  lewell-gracing  Eares, 
Whofe  owne  Beauties  more  adorne, 
Then  the  richeft  Pearle  that's  worne 
By  the  proudelt  Perjian  Dames, 
Or  the  beft  that  Nature  frames. 
There,  the  voice  (in  loues  Meanders) 
Thofe  their  pretty  cirklings,  wanders  : 
Whofe  rare  turnings  will  admit, 
No  rude  fpeech  to  enter  it. 

Stretching 
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Stretching  from  mount  Forhead  lies, 
Beaiities  Cape  betwixt  her  eyes. 
Which  two  Chryftall-paffing  lakes, 
Loues  delightfull  IJlhmus  makes  ; 
Neither  more  nor  leffe  extending, 
Then  mofl  meriteth  commending. 
Thofe,  in  whom  that  part  hath  beene, 
Beft  deferuing  praifes  feene  : 
Or,  (furueid  without  affeclion) 
Came  the  neerelt  to  perfection. 
Would  fcarce  handfome  ones  appeare, 
If  with  her  compar'd  they  were. 
For,  it  is  fo  much  excelling, 
That  it  paffeth  meanes  of  telling. 

On  the  either  fide  of  this, 
Loues  mofl  louely  Profpecl  is. 
Thofe  her  fmiling  Cheekes,  whofe  colour 
Comprehends  true  Beautie  fuller, 
Then  the  curiouft  mixtures  can, 
That  are  made  by  art  of  Man. 
It  is  Beauties  Garden-plot, 
Where,  as  in  a  Tr  tie- loue- knot, 
So,  the  Snowy  Lilly  growes, 
Mixed  with  the  Crimfon  Rofe, 
That,  as  friends  they  ioyned  be. 
Yet,  they  feeme  to  difagree, 
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Whether  of  the  two  fhall  raigne  ; 
And  the  Lillies  oft  obtaine 
Greateft  fway,  vnleffe  a  blufh 
Helpe  the  Rofes  at  a  pufh. 
Hollow  fallings,  none  there  are ; 
Ther's  no  wrinkle,  ther's  no  fear  : 
Onely  ther's  a  little  Mole, 
Which  from  Venus  cheeke  was  ftole. 

If  it  were  a  thing  in  Nature, 
Poffible,  that  any  Creature, 
Might  decaying  life  repaire 
Onely  by  the  helpe  of  Aire  : 
There  were  no  fuch  Salue  for  death, 
As  the  balme  of  her  fweet  breath. 
Or,  if  any  humane  power, 
Might  detaine  the  Soule  an  houre, 
From  the  flefh  to  duft  bequeathing, 
It  would  linger  on  her  breathing  : 
And  be  halfe  in  mind,  that  there ; 
More  then  mortall  pleafures  were. 
And  whofe  fortune  were  fo  faire, 
As  to  draw  fo  fweet  an  ay  re, 
Would  no  doubt,  let  fleighted  lie, 
The  perfumes  of  Arable. 
For  the  EngliJJi  Eglantine, 
Doth  through  enuy  of  her,  pine. 

Violets, 
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Violets,  and  Rofes  to  ; 
Feares  that  fhe  will  them  vndoe. 
And,  it  feemes  that  in  her  breft, 
Is  compos'd  the  Phcznix  neft. 

But,  defcend  a  while  mine  eye. 
See,  if  polifht  luory, 
Or  the  fined  fleeced  flockes, 
Or  the  whiteft  Albion  Rocks  ; 
For  comparifons  may  ftand, 
To  expreffe  that  fnowy  hand. 
When  fhe  drawes  it  from  her  gloue, 
It  hath  virtue  to  remoue, 
Or  difperft ;  if  there  be  ought, 
Cloudeth  the  beholders  thought. 
If  that  palme  but  toucheth  your, 
You  fhall  feele  a  fecret  power 
Cheare  your  heart ;  and  glad  it  more, 
Though  it  droopt  with  griefe  before. 

Through  the  vaines,  difpofed  true 
Crimfon,  yeelds  a  Saphir  hue  : 
Which  adds  grace,  and  more  delight, 
By  embracing  with  the  white. 
Smooth,  and  moift,  and  foft,  and  tender, 
Are  her  palmes  ;  the  fingers  flender  ; 
Tipt  with  mollified  Pearle. 
And  if  that  transformed  Girle, 

Whofe 
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Whofe  much  cunning,  made  her  dare, 
With  loues  daughter  to  compare, 
Had  that  hand  worne  ;  maugre  fpight, 
Shee  had  fham'd  the  Goddeffe  quite. 
For,  there  is  in  euery  part, 
Nature  perfec~ler  then  Art. 

Thefe,  were  ioyned  to  thofe  Armes, 
That  were  neuer  made  for  harmes  : 
But,  poffeffe  the  fweeteft  graces, 
That  may  apt  them  for  imbraces. 
Like  the  Siluer  flreames  they  be, 
Which  from  fome  high  hill  we  fee 
Clipping  in  a  goodly  Vale, 
That  growes  prowd  of  fuch  a  thrall. 

Neither  Alabafter  Rocks, 
Pearl-ftrowd-fhores,  nor  Cotfwold  flockes, 
Nor  the  Mountaines  tipt  with  Snow, 
Nor  the  Milk-white  Swannes  of  Pot 
Can  appeare  fo  faire  to  me, 
As  her  fpotleffe  fhoulders  be. 
They  are  like  fome  worke  of  flate, 
Couer'd  with  the  richeft  plate  : 
And  a  prefence  haue,  that  ftrike 
With  deuotions,  Goddef-like. 

Twixt  thofe  fhoulders  (meanly  fpread) 
To  fupport  that  Globe-like  head, 

Rifeth 
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Rifeth  vp  her  Necke ;  wherein, 
Beautie  feemeth  to  beginne 
To  dlfclofe  it  felfe,  in  more 
Tempting  manner  then  before. 
How,  therein  fhe  doth  excell, 
(Though  I  would)  I  cannot  tell : 
For,  I  naught  on  earth  efpie, 
That  I  may  expreffe  it  by. 

There,  fhould  Louers  as  in  dutie, 
Range  rich  Trophes  vp  to  Beauty. 
Tis  proportion'd  to  a  height, 
That  is  euen  with  delight. 
Yet,  it  is  a  great  deale  higher, 
Then  to  anfwere  bafe  defire. 

Where  the  Necke  hath  end,  begins 
That  fmooth  path,  where  loues  clofe  ginns 
Are  thicke  placed  to  inthrall, 
Such,  as  that  way  ftraggle  fhall. 
There,  a  pleafmg  paffage  lies, 
Farre  beyond  the  fight  of  eies  : 
And  much  more  delight  containes, 
Then  the  old  Elizian  plaines. 

Whatfoeuer  others  fay, 
There's  alone  the  Milkie-way  ; 
That  to  beauties  walkes  doth  goe, 
Which,  if  others  came  to  know  ; 

E  In 
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In  poffeffmg  their  delight, 
They  fhould  neuer  reach  the  height, 
Of  the  pleafures  which  I  (hare, 
Whilft  that  thofe  debarred  are. 

Yet  (vnfpoken  of)  there  refts, 
Her  two  twinlike  lonely  Breafts, 
Whofe  round-rifing,  pretty  panting 
I  would  tell,  but  art  is  wanting. 
Words  can  neuer  well  declare, 
Herfaire  fweete  perfections  there  : 
For,  would  meafures  giue  me  leaue, 
To  expreffe  what  I  conceiue, 
I  doe  know  I  fhould  goe  neare, 
Halfe  to  rauifh  all  that  heare. 
And,  but  that  I  learne  to  feafon, 
What  I  apprehend  with  Reafon, 
It  had  made  my  Paffions  weight, 
Sincke  me  through  my  owne  conceit. 
There  I  finde  fo  large  a  meafure, 
Of  an  vnexpreffed  pleafure  ; 
That  my  heart,  through  ftrong  furmize, 
In  a  pleafing  fainting  lies. 

He  that  there  may  reft  to  proue, 
Softer  finds  thofe  beds  of  loue, 
Then  the  Cotton  ripeft  growne ; 
Or  fine  pillowes  of  fuch  downe, 
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As  in  time  of  Molting,  fanns, 

From  the  breads  of  filuer  Swannes. 

Thofe  two  filters  are  a  paire 

Smoth  alike,  like  foft,  like  faire ; 

If  together  they  be  vewed. 

Yet  if  they  a  part  be  fhewed, 

That  you  touch,  or  fee,  feemes  fmother  ; 

Softer,  fairer,  then  the  other. 

That  the  Colour  may  delight, 
So  much  red  as  makes  the  white, 
Purer  feeme,  is  fried  among  : 
And  then,  here,  and  there,  along, 
Runnes  a  Saphire-Mine,  whofe  blew 
Shaddowd,  makes  fo  braue  a  fhew 
On  thofe  lillie  mounts,  as  tho, 
Beauties  fimples  there  did  grow. 
In  the  vale,  twixt  either  hill, 
Lies  Defire  in  ambufh  ftill ; 
And  furprizeth  euerie  eie, 
Which  doth  that  way  dare  to  pry. 

There,  is  fure  the  twy-top  Hill, 
Where  the  Poets,  learne  their  skill. 
Thats  Parnaffus  where  the  Mufes, 
Chaft,  and  wife  Minerua  vfes. 
Her  two  Cherrilets  are  thofe, 
Whence  the  pleafantil  Neffar  flowes  : 

E  2  And 
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And  no  fruits  ere  equall'd  thefe, 
Fetcht  from  the  Hefperides. 

Once,  as  Cyntkirs  games  fhe  Chafed, 
And  for  Aire,  left  halfe  vnlafed, 
Her  light  fummer-robe  of  greene, 
(Beauties  fafe,  but  flender  skreene) 
Vnawares,  I  partly  fpide, 
That  faire  Lillie  field  vnhid, 
Which  you  may  her  Belly  name  ; 
Yet,  nor  fhe,  nor  I,  to  blame. 
For,  it  was  but  what  mine  eie, 
Might  behold  with  modeftie. 

Tis  a  faire  and  matchleffe  Plaine, 
Where  vnknowne  Delights  remaine, 
Tis  the  ftore-houfe  wherin,  Pleafure, 
Hides  the  rich  eft  of  her  treafure. 
Which,  true  Modeftie  (in  ward) 
Keepes  with  a  continuall  guard, 
Of  fuch  Virtues ;  as  fhee's  fure, 
No  corruption  can  allure. 

There  they  fay  (for  mind  it  well) 
I  doe  this  by  hearefay,  tell, 
Growes  her  Nauell  which  doth  feeme, 
Like  fome  lewel  of  efteeme  : 
With  fo  wondrous  cunning  wrought, 
That  an  iniury  tis  thought : 
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Such  a  beauty,  with  the  reft, 
(Should  vnknowne)  be  vnexpreft. 

Some  what  elfe  there  is,  thats  hidden  ; 
Which  to  name  I  am  forbidden  : 
Neither  haue  I  euer  pried, 
After  that  fhould  be  vnfpied. 
Neuer  fhall  my  Maiden-Mnfe, 
So  her  felfe,  and  me  abufe, 
As  to  fing  what  I  may  feare, 
Will  offend  the  Choifeft  eare. 
Though  I  know,  if  none  be  by, 
But  true  friends  to  Modeftie  ; 
I  might  name  each  part  at  will, 
And  yet  no  mans  thought  be  ill. 

Yet,  for  feare  loofe  hearers  may, 
ludge  amiffe,  if  more  I  fay  : 
He  defcend  to  fhunn  all  blame, 
To  the  Fillers  of  this  Frame. 
Where,  though  I  nere  aimd  fo  high, 
As  her  daintie  youthfull  Thigh  ; 
(Whofe  rare  foftnes,  fmothnes,  fulnes, 
Being  knowne,  would  teach  my  dulnes 
Such  a  ftraine,  as  might  befit, 
Some  braue  T^lj'can  Poets  wit) 
Once  a  fawcie  bum  I  fpide, 
Plucke  her  filken  skirts  afide ; 

E  3  So 


THE    MISTRESSE 

So  difcouered  vnto  me, 

All  thofe  beauties  to  the  knee. 

And,  before  the  thornes  entanglings, 

Had  let  goe  the  Siluer  fpanglings, 

I  perceiud  the  curious  knitting, 

Of  thofe  ioynts  were  well  befitting  ; 

Such  a  Noble  piece  of  worke  : 

Mongfh  whofe  turnings,  feem'd  to  lurke, 

Much  to  entertaine  the  fight, 

With  new  obie6ts  of  delight. 

Then  the  Legge  for  fhape  as  rare, 
Will  admit  of  no  compare. 
Streight  it  is  ;  the  Anckle  leane, 
Full  the  Calfe,  but  in  the  meane  : 
And  the  flender  Foote  doth  fit, 
So  each  way  to  fuit  with  it, 
As  (he  nothing  leffe  excells 
Therein,  then  in  all  things  els. 
Yea  from  Head  to  Foote,  her  feature, 
Shewes  her  an  vnblemimt  Creature  : 
In  whom  loue  with  reafon,  might, 
Finds  fo  matchleffe  a  Delight. 
That  more  cannot  be  acquired, 
Nor,  a  greater  bliffe  defired. 

Yet  if  you  will  reft  an  howre, 
Vnder  yonder  fhady  bowre  : 
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I,  anon  my  Mufe  will  raife 
To  a  higher  pitch  of  praife. 
But  a  while  with  Rafpice-berries, 
Strawberries,  ripe  Peares,  and  Cherries, 
(Such  as  thefe  our  Groues  doe  beare) 
We  will  coole  our  palats  there. 
And  thofe  homely  Gates  among, 
Now  and  then,  a  Paft'rall  Song, 
Shall  my  Lad,  here,  fing,  and  play  : 
Such,  as  you  had  yefterday. 


A  Lad  iv  hofe  faith  will  conftant  prone, 
**•     And  neuer  know  an  end : 
Late  by  an  ouerjight  in  loue, 

Difpleasd  his  dear  eft  friend. 
For  which,  incensdJJtee  did  retake, 

The  fauours  which  he  wore ; 
And  f aid,  he  neuer  for  her  fake, 
Should  weare,  or  fee  them  more. 

The  grief e  whereof,  how  mere  it  went, 

And  how  vnkindly  tooke ; 
Was  figurd  by  the  dif content, 

Appearing  in  his  looke. 

£4  At 


773 


THE   MISTRESSE 

A  tfirfl,  he  could  notjilence  breake, 

(So  heauy  for  row  lay) 
But  when  hisjighsgaue  way  to  fpeake, 

Thus,fadly  did  he  fay. 

My  onely  Deare  ;  and  with  that  fpeech, 

Not  able  to  fuftaine, 
The  floods  of  grief e  at  for  r owes  breach  ; 

He  paus  d  awhile  againe. 
At  length  (nigh  fainting)  did  exprejfe, 

Thefe  words,  with  much  adoe ; 
Oh  deare  !  let  not  my  loues  exceffe. 

Me,  and  my  loue  vndoe. 

Shee,  little  mooued  with  his  paine, 

His  much  diftraElion  eyde  ; 
And  changing  loue,  into  difdaine, 

Thus  (ftill  vnkind}  replide: 
Forbeare  to  vrge  one  kindneffe  more, 

Vnleffe  you  long  to  fee, 
The  good  refpect  you  had  before, 

At  once  all  loft  in  me. 

With  that,  difmaid,  his  fuit  he  ceaft, 

And,  downe  his  head  he  hung : 
And,  as  his  Reafons Jlrength  decreajl, 

His  paffion  grew  moreftrong. 

But 
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But,  feeing JJiee  did  flight  his  mone 
(With  Willow  Garlands  wreath V) 

He  fate  him  downe,  and  all  alone, 
This  fad  complaint  he  breath  d. 

Oh  Heauens  \  Quoth  he,  Why  doe  wefpend, 

Endeavours  thus  in  vaine ; 
Since  what  the  Fates  doe  fore-intend, 

They  neuer  change  againe  f 
Nor  Faith,  nor  Loue,  nor  true  Defert, 

Nor  all  that  man  can  doe, 
Can  winne  him  place  within  her  heart, 

That  is  not  borne  thereto. 

Why  doe  I  fondly  wafle  my  youth, 

Infecretfighs,  and  teares  ? 
Why  to  prefeme  afpotlej/e  truth, 

Tafle  I,fo  many  cares  ? 
For,  women  that  no  worth  refpeft, 

Doe  fo  vngentle  prooue ', 
That  fome Jhall  winne  by  their  neglect, 

What  others  lofe  with  loue. 

Thofe,  that  hauefet  the  befl  at  naught, 

And  no  man  could  enioy ; 
At  lajl,  by  fome  bafe  Gull  are  caught, 

And  gotten  with  a  toy. 

Yea, 


775 


THE   MISTRESSE 

Yea,  they  thatfpend  an  ages  light, 

Their  fauours  to  obtaine ; 
For  one  vnwilling  ouerjlght, 

May  loofe  them  all  againe. 

How  glad,  and  faine,  alas  would  I, 

For  her  haue  vnderwent, 
The  greatejl  care,  ere  fJie  JJioiild  trie, 

Thefmalleft  dif content  f 
YetJJie,  tJiat  may  my  life  commaund, 

And  doth  thofe pajfions  know, 
Denieth  me  a  poore  demaund, 

In  height  of  all  my  woe. 

Oh,  if  the  Nob  left  of  her  time, 

And  beft  beloiid  of  me ; 
Could  for  fo  poore,  foftight  a  crime, 

So  voyd  of  pitie  be. 
Sure,  had  it  beene  fome  common  one, 

Whofe  patience  I  had  tride ; 
No  wonder  I  had  been  vndone, 

Or  vnforgi^ten  di'de.  .  j 

A  thoufand  Hues  I  would  haue  layd, 

So  well  I  once  beleeud, 
She  would  haue  daind  to  lend  me  ayd, 

If  flic  hadfeene  me  greeud. 

But 


776 


OF  P  HIL'ARETE. 

But  now,  I  Hue  to  fee  the  day, 

Where  I prefumedfo ; 
/  neither  dare  for  pi  tie  pray, 

Nor  tell  her  of  my  woe. 

Yet,  let  not  poor e  defpifed  heart, 

Her  worth  ought  quefliond  be ; 
Hadft  thou  not  fay  led  in  defert, 

Shee  had  not  failed  thee. 
B^lt  leafl  perhaps,  they  flout  thymone, 

ThatfJiould  efleeme  thee  deare ; 
Goe,  make  it  by  thy  f elf  e  alone, 

Where  none  may  come  to  heare. 

Still  keepe  thy  for  head  crownd  withfmiles, 

What  paffion  ere  thoii  trie ; 
That  none  may  laiigh  at  thee  the  whiles, 

Thou  difcontented  lye. 
And  let  no  wrong,  by  change  diftaine 

A  Louefo  truely  faire : 
But  rather,  neuer  hope  againe, 

And  thoufhalt  nere  defpaire. 


O'retyrd 
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ORetyr'd  by  cruell  pajjions  that  oppreffe  me, 
(  With  heart  nigh  broken,  Time  no  hope  would  giue 
Vpon  my  bed  I  laid  mee  downe  to  reft  me  ;  me) 

And  gentle  Jleepe,  I  wooed  to  releeue  me. 
But  oh  alas  !  I  found  that  on  the  morrow 

)  brought  forth  my  waking  Sorrow. 


For  loe,  a  dreame  I  had  Jo  full  of  pleafure, 
That  to  poffejfe,  what  to  imbrace  I  feemed, 
Could  not  effefl  my  loy  in  higher  meafure, 
Then  now  it  grieues  mee,  that  I  haue  but  dreamed. 
Oh  let  my  dreames  be  Jighs  and  teares  hereafter  : 
S0,  y  thatjleeping  weepe,  may  wake  in  laughter. 

Faine  would  I  tell,  how  much  that  Jhaddow  plcafd  me  ; 

But  tongue  and  pen,  want  words,  and  art  in  telling. 

Yet,  this  lie  fay,  to  JJtew  what  horrour  feazd  me  ; 

(  When  I  was  roUd  of  bliffe,  fo  much  excelling] 
Might  all  my  dreames  be  fuck  ;  oh  let  me  neuer 
Awake  againe  :  butjleepe,  and  dreame  for  euer. 

For,  iv  hen  I  waking  f  aw  my  felfe  deceiued, 
A  nd  what  an  imvard  Hell  it  had  procured, 

To 
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To  finde  my  felfe  of  all  my  hopes  bereaued, 
It  brought  on  pafflons  not  to  be  endured : 

A  nd,  knew  /;  next  night  hadfuch  dreames  in  keeping, 
Fde  make  my  eyes,  forfweare,  for  euer  fleeping. 


YOu  wooddy  Hils,  yoit,  Dales,  you  Groues, 
You  Floods,  and  euery  Spring, 
You  Creatures  come,  whom  nothing  moues, 

And  hear e  a  Shepheardyz;^. 
For,  to  Heroes,  Nymphes,  d^/Swaines, 

/  long  haue  made  my  mone : 
Yet,  what  my  mournfull  Verfe  containes, 
Is  vnderjlood  of  none. 

In  Song,  APOLLO  gaue  me  skill ; 

Their  loue,  his  Sifters  daine. 
With  thofe,  that  haunt  Pernaffus  hill, 

I  friend/hip  entertaine. 
Yet,  this  is  all  in  vaine  to  me, 

So  hapleffely  I  fare, 
As  thofe  things  which  my  glory  be, 

My  caufe  of  mine,  are. 

For, 


779 


THE   MISTRESSE 

For,  Loue  hath  kindled  in  my  breft, 

His  neuer  quenched  fire  : 
A  nd  I,  who  often  Jiaue  expreft, 

What  other  men  dejire, 
(Becaufe  I  could  fo  diue  into, 

The  depth  of  others  mone) 
Now,  I  my  owne  affliction  jhoiv, 

I  heeded  am,  of  none. 

Oft  haue  the  Nymphs  of  greatejl  worth, 

Made  fute  my  Songs  to  heare. 
As  oft  (when  I  Jiauejighed  forth, 

Such  notes  as  faddeft  ivere) 
A  las  \  faid  they,  poore  gentle  heart, 

Who  ere  that  Shepheard  be  : 
But,  none  of  them  fufpefh  my  f mart, 

nor  thinkes,  it  meaneth  me. 

When  I  haue  reacht  fo  high  ajlraine, 

Of paffion  in  my  Song] 
That  they,  haue  feene  the  teares  to  raine 

And  trill  my  cheeke  along : 
Infteed  ofjigh,  or  weeping  eye, 

To  fympathize  with  me ; 
Oh,  were  he  once  in  loue,  they  crie, 

How  mouing  would  he  be  f 

Oh 
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Ok  pitie  me,  you  Powers  aboue, 

And  take  my  skill  away : 
Or,  let  my  hearers  thinke  I  loue, 

And  faine  not  wfiat  I  fay. 
For,  if  I  could  difclofe  thefmart, 

Which  I  vnknowne  doe  beare ; 
Each  line  would  make  themjighs  impart, 

And  euery  word,  a  teare. 

Had  I  a  Miftreffe,y2wz£  doe  thinke, 

Sheefhould  reuealed  be ; 
And  I  would  fauors  weare,  or  drinke 

Her  Health  vpon  my  Knee. 
Alas  poore  fooles  \  they  ay  me  awry, 

Their  fancy  flags  too  low : 
Could  they  my  loues  rare  courfe  efpie, 

They  would  amazed  grow. 

But,  let  nor  Nymph  nor  Swaine  conceiue, 

My  tongue  Jhall  eiier  tell, 
Who  of  this  refl,  doth  mee  bereaue ; 

Or  where  I  am  not  well. 
But,  ifyoujighing  me  efpie, 

Where  rarefl  features  be ; 
Marke,  where  I  flxe  a  weeping  eye, 

And fw ear e you,  There  is  fhee. 

Yet 
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Yet,  ere  my  eyes  betray  meJJiall, 

Ilefwell,  and  bur/I  with  paine : 
And,  for  each  drop  they  would  let  fall, 

My  heart  JJiall  bleed  me  twaine. 
For,Jince  my  foule  moreforrow  beares, 

Then  common  Loners  know  ; 
1 fcorne,  my  paffions  JJiould  like  theirs, 

A  common  humour  JJiow. 

Bare,  neuer  heard  of,  heretofore, 

Of  any  Loue  like  mine. 
Norjhall  there  be  for  euermore, 

Affeclionfo  diuine. 
And,  that  to  faine  it,  none  may  try, 

When  I  diffohtd  mujl  be ; 
The  fir/I  I  am,  it  liued  by, 

And  die  itJJiall,  with  me. 


T)  O  Y,  h'a  done  ;  for  now  my  braine 
-L'  Is  infpir'd  afrefli  againe, 
And  new  Raptures  preffmg  are, 
To  be  fung  in  praife  of  her  : 
Whofe  faire  Pitture  lieth  nigh, 
Quite  vnuail'd  to  eu'ry  eye. 

No 
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No  fmall  fauour  hath  it  beene, 
That  fuch  Beautie  might  be  feene  : 
Therefore,  euer  may  they  rue  it, 
Who  with  euill  eyes  fhall  view  it. 
Yea,  what  ancient  ftories  tell, 
Once  to  rude  Afteon  fell, 
(When  with  euill  thoughts,  he  flood 
Eyeing  Cynthia  in  the  Flood) 
May  that  fatall  horned  curfe, 
Light  vpon  them  ;  or  a  worfe. 

But  (what  euer  others  be) 
Left  fome  fault  be  found  in  me, 
If  vnperfecl  this  remaine  ; 
I  will  ouer-trym't  againe. 
Therefore,  turne  where  we  begun  : 
And  now  all  is  ouerrunne. 
Marke,  if  euery  thing  expreft, 
Sute  not  fo  vnto  the  reft, 
As  if  Nature  would  prefer, 
All  perfections,  vnto  her. 
Wherefore  feemes  it  ftrange  to  any, 
That  they  daily  fee  fo  many, 
Who  were  elfe  moft  perfect  Creatures, 
In  fome  one  part,  want  true  features  ? 
Since,  from  all  the  fair'ft  that  Hue, 
Nature  tooke  the  beft,  to  giue 

F  Her 
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Her  perfection  in  each  part. 
I,  alone,  except  her  heart ; 
For,  among  all  woman-kind. 
Such  as  hers,  is  hard  to  find. 

If  you  truely  note  her  Face, 
You  fhall  find  it  hath  a  grace, 
Neither  wanton,  nor  ore  ferious  ; 
Nor  too  yeelding,  nor  imperious  : 
But,  with  fuch  a  feature  bleft, 
It  is  that,  which  pleafeth  beft  : 
And  delight's  each  feu'rall  eye, 
That  affects  with  modefty. 
Lowlineffe,  hath  in  her  looke, 
E  quail  place  with  Greatnes  tooke. 
And,  if  Bea^lt^e  (any  where) 
Claimes  Prerogatiues,  tis  there. 
For,  at  once,  thus  much  twill  doe ; 
Threat,  command,  perfwade,  and  wooe. 

In  her  Speech  there  is  not  found, 
Any  harfh,  vnpleafing  found. 
But  a  well  befeeming  power  ; 
Neither  higher,  neither  lower, 
Then  will  fute  with  her  perfection. 
Tis  the  Loadftone  of  Affection. 
And,  that  man,  whofe  Judging  eyes, 
Could  well  found  fuch  myfteries, 

Would 
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Would  in  loue,  make  her,  his  choice ; 
Though  he  did  but  heare  her  voice. 
For,  fuch  accents,  breath  not,  whence 
Beautie  keeps  Non-rejidence. 
Neuer  word  of  hers,  I  heare, 
But  tis  Muficke  to  mine  eare  : 
And,  much  more  contentment  brings, 
Then  the  fweetly-touched  firings, 
Of  the  pleafing  Lute,  whofe  ftraines, 
Rauifh  hearers  when  it  plaines. 

Rais'd  by  her  Difcourfe,  I  flie, 
In  contented  thoughts  fo  high, 
That  I  paffe  the  common  meafures, 
Of  the  dulled  Senfes  pleafures  : 
And,  leaue  farre  below  my  flight, 
Vulger  pitches  of  delight. 

If  Shee  finile,  and  merry  be  ; 
All  about  her,  are  as  fhe. 
For,  each  looker  on,  takes  part 
Of  the  ioy  that's  in  her  heart. 

If  Shee  grieue,  or  you  but  fpie, 
Sadneffe  peeping  through  her  eye  ; 
Such  a  grace  it  feemes  to  borrow, 
That  you'l  fall  in  loue  with  forrow  : 
And  abhorre  the  name  of  Mirth, 
As  the  hatefulfl  thing  on  earth. 

F  2  Should 
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Should  I  fee  her  fhed  a  teare, 
My  poore  eyes  would  melt,  I  feare. 
For,  much  more  in  Hers  appeares, 
Then  in  other  womens  teares  : 
And  her  looke,  did  neuer  faine 
Sorrow,  where  there  was  no  paine. 

Seldome  hath  fhe  beene  efpide 
So  impatient  as  to  chide  : 
For,  if  any  fee  her  fo, 
They'l  in  loue  with  anger  grow. 
Sigh,  or  fpeake,  or  fmile,  or  talke, 
Sing,  or  weepe,  or  fit,  or  walke, 
Euery  thing  that  iliee  doth  doe, 
Decent  is,  and  louely  too. 
Each  part  that  you  mall  behold, 
Hath  within  it  felfe  inrold, 
What  you  could  defire  to  fee, 
(Or  your  heart  conceiue  to  be) 
Yet,  if  from  that  part  your  eye, 
Mouing  mall  another  fpye  : 
There  you  fee  as  much  or  more, 
Then  you  thought  to  praife  before. 

While  the  eye  furueyes  it,  you 
Will  imagine  that  her  Brow 
Hath  all  beau  tie  ;  when  her  Cheeke, 
You  behold,  it  is  as  like 


To 
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To  be  deemed  faireft  too. 

(So  much  there  can  Beautie  doe) 

Looke  but  thence  vpon  her  eye, 

And  you  wonder  by  and  by, 

How  there  may  be  any  where, 

So  much  worthy  praife  as  there. 

Yet,  if  you  furuey  her  Breft, 

Then  as  freely  you'l  proteft, 

That  in  them  perfection  is  ; 

Though  (I  know)  that  one  poore  kiffe, 

From  her  tempting  Lips,  would  then, 

Make  all  that  forfworne  agen. 

For,  the  felfe  fame  moouing  grace, 

Is  at  once  in  euery  place. 

She,  her  Beautie  neuer  foyles, 
With  your  oyntments,  waters,  oyles, 
Nor  no  loathfome  Fucus  fettles, 
Mixt  with  lewifJi  fading  fpetles. 
Faire  by  Nature^  being  borne, 
She  doth  borrowed  beautie  fcorne. 
Who  fo  kiffes  her,  needs  feare 
No  vnwholefome  varnifh  there. 
For,  from  thence  he  onely  fips, 
The  pure  Ne£lar,  of  her  lips. 
And  at  once  with  thefe  he  clofes, 
Melting  Rubies,  Cherries,  Rofes. 

F  3  Then 
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Then,  in  her  behauiour,  fhe 
Striueth  but  her  felfe  to  be. 
Keeping  fuch  a  decent  ftate, 
As  (indeed)  fhe  feemes  to  hate 
Precious  leafure  fhould  be  fpent, 
In  abufed  Complement. 
Though  fhe  knowes  what  other  doe, 
(And  can  all  their  Courtfhip  toe) 
She,  is  not  in  fo  ill  cafe, 
As  to  need  their  borrowed  grace. 

Her  Difcourfes  fweetned  are, 
With  a  kind  of  artleffe  care, 
That  expreffeth  greater  Art ; 
Then  affeded  words  impart. 
So,  her  geftures  (being  none, 
But  that  freeneffe  which  alone, 
Suits  the  braueneffe  of  her  mind) 
Make,  her,  of  her  felfe,  to  find, 
Poftures  more  becomming  far, 
Then  the  meere  acquired,  are. 

If  you  marke,  when  for  her  pleafure, 
Shee  vouch fafes  to  foot  a  Meafure, 
Though,  with  others  skill,  fhe  pace, 
Ther's  a  fweet  delightfull  grace, 
In  her  felfe  ;  which  doth  prefer, 
Art,  beyond  that  Art,  in  her. 

Neither 
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Neither  needs  fhe  beat  her  wit, 
To  deuife  what  dreffmgs  fit. 
Her  complexion,  and  her  feature, 
So  beholding  are  to  Nature  ; 
If  fhe  in  the  Fafhions  goe, 
All  the  reafon  fhe  doth  fo, 
Is ;  becaufe  (he  would  not  erre, 
In  appearing  fmguler. 
Doubtleffe,  not  for  any  thought, 
That  'twill  perfe6l  her,  in  ought. 

Many  a  dainty-feeming  Dame, 
Is  in  natiue  Beauties  lame. 
Some,  are  graced  by  their  Tyres, 
As  their  Quoifs,  their  Hats,  their  Wyres. 
One,  a  Ruffe  doth  beft  become ; 
Falling- Bands  much  altreth  fome. 
And  their  fauours,  oft,  we  fee, 
Changed  as  their  dreffmgs  be. 
Which,  her  Beautie  neuer  feares  : 
For,  it  graceth  all  fhe  weares. 
If  ye  note  her  Tyre  to  day, 
That,  doth  fute  her  beft,  you'l  fay. 
Marke,  what  fhe  next  morne  doth  weare  ; 
That,  becomes  her  beft,  you'l  fweare. 
Yea,  as  oft  as  her  you  fee ; 
Such  new  graces,  ftill  there  be  : 

F4  As, 


789 


THE   MISTRESSE 

As,  fhe  euer  feemeth  grac't, 
Moft  by  that,  fhe  weareth  laft. 
Though,  it  be  the  fame  wore, 
But  the  very  day  before. 

When  fhe  takes  her  Tyers  about  her, 
(Neuer  halfe  fo  rich  without  her) 
At  the  putting  on  of  them, 
You  may  liken  euery  I  em, 
To  thofe  lamps,  which  at  a  play, 
Are  fet  vp  to  light  the  day. 
For,  their  luftre  addes  no  more, 
To  what  Titan  gaue  before  ; 
Neither  doth  their  pretty  gleamings, 
Hinder  ought,  his  greater  beamings. 
And  yet  (which  is  ftrange  to  me) 
When  thofe  coftly  deckings  be, 
Laid  away  ;  there  feemes  defcrid, 
Beauties,  which  thofe  Vailes  did  hide. 
And,  fhe  lookes,  as  doth  the  Moone, 
Paft  fome  Clowd  through  which  fhe  fhone  : 
Or,  fome  lezvell  Watch,  whofe  Cafe, 
Set  with  Diamonds,  feemes  to  grace 
What  it  doth  containe  within  : 
Till  the  curious  worke  be  feene, 
Then  ;  tis  found,  that  coftly  fhrining ; 
Did  but  hinder  tothers  fhining, 

If 
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If  you  chance  to  be  in  place, 
When  her  Mantle  fhe  doth  grace ; 
You  would  prefently  proteft, 
Irifh  dreffings  were  the  befL 
If  againe  fhe  lay  it  downe, 
While  you  view  her  in  a  gowne  : 
And  how  thofe  her  dainty  limbs, 
That  clofe-bodied  garment  trims. 
You  would  fweare,  and  fweare  agen  : 
She  appeared  louelieft  then. 

But,  if  fhe  fo  truely  faire, 
Should  vntie  her  fhining  haire, 
And  at  length,  that  treafure  fhed ; 
loues  endured  Ganimed, 
Neither  Cythereas  loy, 
Nor  the  fweet  felfe-louing  Boy, 
(Who  in  beauty  did  furpaffe) 
Nor  the  fair'ft  that  euer  was  : 
Could,  to  take  you  prifoner  bring, 
Lookes  fo  fweetly  conquering. 

She,  excells  her,  whom  Appollo, 
Once  with  weeping  eies  did  follow. 
Or  that  Nimph,  who  fhut  in  Towers, 
Was  beguild  with  golden  fhowers  ; 
Yea,  and  She,  whofe  loue  was  wont, 
To  fwime  ore  the  Hellifpont. 

For 
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For  her  fake  (though  in  attire, 

Fitteft  to  enflame  defire) 

Seem'd  not  halfe  fo  faire  to  be, 

Nor  fo  louely,  as  is  fhe. 

For,  the  man  whofe  happy  eye, 

Viewes  her  in  full  Maiefly  : 

Knowes,  fhe  hath  a  power  that  mooues, 

More  then  doth  the  Queene  of  Loues, 

When  fhe  vfeth  all  her  power, 

To  inflame  her  Paramour. 

And,  fometime  I  doe  admire, 
All  men  burne  not  with  defire. 
Nay,  I  mufe  her  feruants  are  not 
Pleading  loue ;  but  oh  they  dare  not. 
And,  I  therfore  wonder,  why 
They  doe  not  grow  ficke,  and  die. 

Sure  they  would  doe  fo,  but  that 
By  the  ordinance  of  Fate, 
There  is  fome  concealed  thing, 
So,  each  gazer  limiting ; 
He  can  fee  no  more  of  merit, 
Then  befeemes  his  worth,  and  fpirit. 
For,  in  her  a  Grace  there  mines, 
That  o're-daring  thoughts  confines  ; 
Making  worthleffe  men  difpaire, 
To  be  lou'd  of  one  fo  faire. 


Yea, 
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Yea,  the  Deftinies  agree, 

Some  good  iudgments  blind  fhould  be, 

And  not  gaine  the  power  of  knowing 

Thofe  rare  Beauties  in  her  growing. 

Reafon  doth  as  much  imply  : 

For,  if  euery  Judging  eye, 

(Which  beholdeth  her)  fhould  there, 

Find  what  excellencies  are  : 

All,  orecome  by  thofe  perfections, 

Would  be  captiue  to  affections. 

So,  in  happineffe  vnbleft ; 

Shee,  for  Louers,  fhould  not  reft. 

This,  well  heeding,  thinke  vpon  : 

And,  if  there  be  any  one, 

Who  alloweth  not  the  worth, 

Which  my  Mufe  hath  painted  forth  ; 

Hold  it  no  defect  in  her  ; 

But,  that  hee's  ordaind  to  erre. 

Or,  if  any  female  wight, 

Should  detract  from  this  I  write, 

Shee,  I  yeeld,  may  fhew  her  wit, 

But  difparage  her  no  whit. 

For,  on  earth  few  women  be, 

That  from  Enuies  touch  are  free. 

And,  who  euer,  Emiy  knew, 

Yeeld  thofe  honours  that  were  due  ? 

Though 
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Though  fometime  my  Song  I  raife, 
To  vnufed  heights  of  praife, 
(And  breake  forth  as  I  fhall  pleafe. 
Into  ftrange  Hyperboles) 
Tis  to  fhew,  Conceit  hath  found, 
Worth,  beyond  expreffions  bound. 
Though,  her  breath  I  doe  compare, 
To  the  fweet'ft  perfumes  that  are ; 
Or,  her  Eies  that  are  fo  bright, 
To  the  mornings  cheerefull  light 
Yet,  I  doe  it  not  fo  much, 
To  inferre  that  fhe  is  fuch ; 
As  to  fhew,  that  being  blefi, 
With  what  merrits  name  of  bed, 
She  appeares  more  faire  to  me, 
Then  all  Creatures  elfe  that  be. 

Her  true  beauty  leaues  behind, 
Apprehenfions  in  my  mind, 
Of  more  fweetnes  then  all  Art, 
Or  inuentions  can  impart. 
Thoughts,  too  deepe  to  be  expreft, 
And  too  ftrong  to  be  fuppreft. 
Which,  oft  raifeth  my  conceits, 
To  fo  vnbeleeued  heights ; 
That  (I  feare)  fome  ihallow  braine, 
Thinkes  my  Mufes  doe  but  faine. 


Sure 
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Sure,  he  wrongs  them  if  he  doe  : 

For,  could  I  haue  reached  to 

So  like  Straines,  as  thefe  you  fee ; 

Had  there  beene  no  fuch  as  She  ? 

Is  it  poffible  that  I, 

Who  fcarce  heard  of  Poejie ; 

Should  a  meare  Idea  raife, 

To  as  true  a  pitch  of  praife, 

As  the  learned  Poets  could, 

Now,  or  in  the  times  of  old  ; 

All  thofe  reall-beauties  bring, 

Honord  by  their  Sonneting  ? 

(Hauing  Arts,  and  fauors  to, 

More  t'encourage  what  they  doe) 

No  ;  if  I  had  neuer  feene, 

Such  a  beauty  ;  I  had  beene 

Piping  in  the  Country  fhades, 

To  the  homely  Dary-maides : 

For  a  Country  Fidlers  fees ; 

Clouted  creame,  &  bread  and  cheefe. 

I  no  skill  in  Numbers  had, 
More  then  euery  Shepheards  Lad, 
Till  She  taught  me,  Straines  that  were, 
Pleafmg  to  her  gentle  eare. 
Her  faire  fplendor,  and  her  worth, 
From  obfcurenes,  drew  me  forth. 

And 
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And,  becaufe  I  had  no  Mufe, 

Shee  her  felfe  daignd  to  infufe 

All  the  skill,  by  which  I  clime, 

To  thefe  praifes  in  my  Ryme. 

Which,  if  fhe  had  pleafd  to  add, 

To  that  Art  fweet  Dray  ton  had, 

Or  that  happy  Swaine  that  fhall 

Sing  Britanias  Pajlorall\ 

Or  to  theirs,  whofe  Verfe  fet  forth 

Rofalind,  and  Stellas  worth  ; 

They  had  doubled  all  their  skill, 

Gained  on  Apollos  Hill  : 

And,  as  much  more  fet  her  forth, 

As  I'me  fhort  of  them  in  worth. 

They,  had  vnto  heights  afpired, 

Might  haue  iuftly  been  admired  ; 

And,  in  fuch  braue  Straines  had  moued, 

As  of  all  had  been  approued. 

I,  muft  praife  her  as  I  may ; 
Which  I  doe  mine  owne  rude  way  : 
Sometime  fetting  forth  her  glories, 
By  vnheard  of  Allegories. 
Thinke  not,  tho,  my  Mufe  now  fmgs, 
Meere  abfurd,  or  fained  things. 
If  to  gold  I  like  her  Haire, 
Or,  to  Starres,  her  Eyes  fo  faire  : 

Though 
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Though  I  praife  her  Skin  by  fnow, 
Or,  by  Pearles,  her  double- Row  : 
Tis,  that  you  might  gather  thence, 
Her  vnmatched  excellence. 

Eyes,  as  faire  (for  eyes)  hath  fhe 
As  ftarres  faire,  for  ftarres  may  be. 
And,  each  part  as  faire  doth  (how, 
In  it  kind,  as  white  in  Snow. 
Tis  no  grace  to  her  at  all, 
If  her  Haire  I  Sunne-beames  call  : 
For,  were  there  a  power  in  Art, 
So  to  pourtrait  euery  part, 
All  men  might  thofe  beauties  fee, 
As  they  doe  appeare  to  me. 
I  would  fcorne  to  make  compare 
With  the  gloriouft  things  that  are. 

Nought  I  ere  faw,  faire  enow, 
But  the  Haire,  the  haire  to  mow. 
Yet,  fome  thinke  him  ouerbold, 
That  compares  it  but  to  Gold. 
He,  from  Reafon  feemes  to  erre, 
Who  commending  of  his  Deare, 
Giues  her  Lips  the  Rubies  hue, 
Or  by  Pearles  her  Teeth  doth  mew. 
But  what  Pearles,  what  Rubies  can, 
Seeme  fo  louely  faire,  to  man, 

As 
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As  her  Lipps  whom  he  doth  loue, 
When  in  fweete  difcourfe  they  moue  ? 
Or  her  louelier  Teeth  the  while, 
She  doth  bleffe  him  with  a  fmile. 

Starres  indeed,  faire  Creatures  be  : 
Yet,  amongft  vs,  where  is  he, 
loyes  not  more  the  while  he  lies, 
Sunning  in  his  Mijlreff'e  Eies, 
Then  in  all  the  glimmering  light, 
Of  a  fharrie  winters  night  ? 

Him  to  flatter,  moft  fuppofe, 
That  preferrs  before  the  Rofe 
Or  the  Lillies  (while  they  grow) 
Or  the  flakes  of  new-falne  fuow  ; 
Her  complextion  whom  he  loueth  : 
And  yet,  this  my  Mufe  approueth. 
For,  in  fuch  a  beauty,  meets 
Vnexpreffed  mouing  fweets ; 
That,  (the  like  vnto  them)  no  man, 
Euer  faw  but  in  a  Woman. 
Looke  on  Moone>  on  Starrs,  on  Sunne, 
All  Gods  Creatures  ouer-runne. 
See,  if  all  of  them  prefents, 
To  your  mind,  fuch  fweet  contents  : 
Or,  if  you  from  them  can  take, 
Ought  that  may  a  beauty  make, 

Shall 
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Shall  one  halfe  fo  pleafing  proue, 
As  is  Hers,  whom  you  doe  loue. 
For  indeed,  if  there  had  beene 
Other  mortall  Beauties  feene, 
Obiecls  for  the  loue  of  man, 
Vaine  was  their  creation  than. 
Yea,  if  this  could  well  be  granted, 
Adam  might  his  Eue  haue  wanted. 
But  a  woman  is  the  Creature, 
Whofe  proportion  with  our  nature 
Beft  agrees  ;  and  whofe  perfections, 
Sympathize  with  our  affections  : 
And  not  onely  finds  our  Senfes, 
Pleafure  in  their  excellencies. 
But  our  Reafon  alfo  knowes, 
Sweetneffe  in  them,  that  outgoes 
Humane  wit  to  comprehend, 
Much  more,  truely,  to  commend. 
Note,  the  Beautie  of  any  Eye; 
And,  if  ought  you  praife  it  by, 
Leaue  fuch  paffion  in  your  mind, 
Let  my  Reafons  eye  be  blind. 
Marke,  if  euer  red  or  white, 
Any  where,  gaue  fuch  delight, 
As  when  they  haue  taken  place, 
In  a  worthy  womans  face. 

G  He 
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He  that  fo  much  hath  not  noted, 
Will  not :  or  is  growne  befotted. 

Such  as  Louers  are,  conceaue, 
What  impreffions  Beauty  leaue  ; 
And  thofe  Hearts,  that  fire  haue  took, 
By  a  loue-enflaming  looke  : 
Thofe,  beleeue,  what  here  I  fay ; 
And,  fuppofe  not  that  I  ftray, 
In  a  word,  by  fetting  foorth 
Any  praife  beyond  true  worth. 

And  yet,  wherefore  fhould  I  care, 
What  anothers  Cenfures  are, 
Since  I  know  her  to  be  fuch, 
As  no  praife  can  be  too  much  ? 
All  that  fee  her,  will  agree, 
In  the  felfe  fame  mind  with  me  ; 
If  their  wit  be  worth  the  hauing, 
Or  their  ludgement  merrit  crauing. 
And  the  man  that  kens  her  not, 
Speakes,  at  befl,  he  knowes  not  what : 
So,  his  Enuy,  or  good  will. 
Neither  doth  her  good,  nor  ill. 

Then,  Fooles  cauils  I  difdaine, 
And,  call  backe  my  Mufe  againe, 
To  decipher  out  the  reft. 
For,  I  haue  too  long  digreft. 


This 
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This  is  S/iee,  in  whom  there  meets, 
All  varietie  of  fweets. 
An  Epitomie,  of  all, 
That  on  earth  we  Faire  may  call. 
Nay,  yet  more  I  dare  auer  : 
He  that  is  poffeft  of  her, 
Shall  at  once  all  pleafure  find, 
That  is  reapt  from  Woman-kind. 

Oh,  what  man  would  further  range, 
That  in  one  might  finde  fuch  change  ? 
What  dull  eye  fuch  worth  can  fee, 
And  not  fworne  a  Louer  be  ? 
Or,  from  whence  was  he,  could  proue, 
Such  a  Monfter  in  his  loue ; 
As,  in  thought,  to  vfe  amiffe, 
Such  vnequald  worth  as  this  ? 
Pitie  'twere  that  fuch  a  Creature, 
Phenix-Xfae,  for  matchleffe  feature, 
Should  fo  fuffer  ;  or  be  blamed, 
With  what  now  the  Times  are  lhamed. 

Beautie  (vnto  me  diuine) 
Makes  my  honeft  thoughts  encline, 
Vnto  better  things,  then  that, 
Which  the  Vulgar  aymeth  at. 
And,  I  vow,  I  grieue  to  fee, 
Any  Faire,  and  falfe  to  be  : 

G  2  Or 
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Or,  when  I  fweet  pleafures  find, 
Matcht  with  a  defiled  mind. 
But  (aboue  all  others)  Her, 
So  much  doth  my  foule  prefer ; 
That  to  Him  whofe  ill  defire, 
Should  fo  nurfe  a  lawleffe  Fire, 
As  to  tempt,  to  that,  which  might 
Dimme  her  facred  Virtues  light ; 
I  could  wifh  that  he  might  die 
Ere  he  did  it ;  though  'twere  I. 

For,  if  Shee  fhould  hap  to  ftray, 
All  this  Beautie  would  away  : 
And  not  her  alone  vndoe, 
But  kill  him,  that  prais'd  her  to. 
But,  I  know  her  Maker  will 
Keepe  her  vndiftained  ftill : 
That  enfuing  Ages  may 
Patterne  out,  by  her  the  way 
To  all  goodneffe.     And  if  Fate 
That  appoints  all  things  a  Date 
Heare  me  would  ;  I'de  wifh  that  She 
Might  for  aye  preferued  be. 
And  that  neither  wafting  Cares, 
Neither  all-confuming  Yeares, 
Might,  from  what  fhe  is,  eftrange  her, 
Or  in  mind,  or  body  change  her. 


For, 
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For,  oh  why  fhould  enuious  Time, 
Perpetrate  fo  vile  a  Crime, 
As  to  wafte,  or  wrong,  or  ftaine, 
What  fhall  ne're  be  matcht  againe  ? 

Much  I  Hope,  it  (hall  not  be  : 
For,  if  Loue  deceiue  not  me, 
To  that  height  of  Faire  me  growes, 
Age,  or  Sickneffe  (Beauties  foes) 
Cannot  fo  much  wrong  it  there, 
But  enough  there  will  appeare, 
Euer  worthy  to  be  lou'd  : 
And,  that  heart  fhall  more  be  mou'd, 
(Where  there  is  a  iudging  eye) 
With  thofe  prints  it  doth  efpie, 
Of  her  beau  tie  wrongd  by  Time, 
Then  by  others,  in  their  prime. 

One  aduantage  fhee  hath  more, 
That  adds  grace  to  all  before. 
It  is  this  ;  her  Beauties  fame, 
Hath  not  done  her  honour  fhame. 
For,  where  Beautie  we  doe  find, 
Enuy  ftill  is  fo  vnkind, 
That,  although  their  Vertues  are 
Such,  as  paffe  their  Beauies  farre ; 
Yet  on  Slanders  rocks  they  be 
Shipwrackt  oftentimes,  we  fee  : 

G  3  And 
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And  are  fubiecl  to  the  wrongs, 
Of  a  thoufand  fpightfull  tongues, 
When  the  greateft  fault  they  had, 
Was,  that  fome  would  make  them  bad  ; 
And  not  finding  them  for  action, 
Sought  for  vengeance,  by  detraction. 

But  her  beauty  fure  no  tongue, 
Is  fo  villanous  to  wrong. 
Neuer  did  the  lealouft  eare, 
Any  muttering  rumor  heare, 
That  might  caufe  the  leaft  fufpecls, 
Of  indifferent  defects. 
And  (which  fomewhat  flranger  is) 
They,  whofe  {landers  few  can  miffe, 
(Though  fet  on  by  euill  will, 
And  habituated  ill) 
Nothing  can  of  her  inuent, 
Whence  to  frame  difparagement. 

Which,  if  we  refpecT;  the  Crimes, 
Of  thefe  loofe  iniurious  times  ; 
Doth  not  only  truly  proue, 
Great  difcretion  in  her  loue  : 
And,  that  (he  hath  liu'd  vpright, 
In  each  iealoufe  tongues  difpight. 
But,  it  muft  be  vnderftood, 
That  her  priuate  thoughts  are  good. 

Yea 
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Yea,  tis  an  apparant  figne, 
That  her  beautie  is  Diuine  : 
And,  that  Angels  haue  a  care, 
Mens  polluting  tongues  fhould  fpare 
To  defile,  what  God  hath  giuen, 
To  be  deare  to  Earth,  and  Heauen. 

Tell  me  you  that  heare  me  now  ; 
Is  there  any  one  of  you, 
Wanteth  feeling  of  affection  ? 
Or  that  loues  not  fuch  perfection  ? 
Can  there  be  fo  dull  an  eare, 
As  of  fo  much  worth  to  heare  ; 
And  not  ferioufly  incline, 
To  this  Saint-like  friend  of  mine  ? 
If  there  be  ;  the  fault  doth  lie, 
In  my  artleffe  Poefy. 
For,  If  I  could  reach  the  Straine, 
Which  me  thinkes  I  might  obtaine  ; 
Or,  but  make  my  Meafures  flie, 
Equall  with  my  fantafie  ; 
I  would  not  permit  an  eare, 
To  attend  vnrauiiht  heere  ; 
If,  but  fo  much  fence  it  knew, 
As  the  blocks,  that  Orpheus  drew. 

Thinke  on  this  difcription,  well, 
And,  your  nobleft  Ladyes  tell ; 

G  4  Which 
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Which  of  you  (that  worth  can  fee) 
This  my  Miftreffe  would  not  be  ? 

You  braue  Englifh,  who  haue  run, 
From  the  rifmg  of  the  Sun  : 
Till  in  trauelling  you  found, 
Where  he  doth  conclude  his  Round. 
You,  that  haue  the  beauties  feene, 
Which  in  fartheft  Lands  haue  beene  ; 
And  furueid  the  faire  reforts, 
Of  the  French  and  Spanifh  Courts  : 
(With  the  beft  that  Fame  renownes. 
In  the  rich  Tranf- Alpine  Townes) 
Doe  not  with  our  braineleffe  Fry, 
(That  admire  each  nouelty) 
Wrong  your  Countries  fame  in  ought. 
But,  here  freely  fpeake  your  thought ; 
And  I  durfh  prefume  youle  fweare, 
Shee's  not  matched  any  where. 

Gallants,  you  that  woul$  fo  faine, 
Nymphs  and  Ladies  loues  obtaine. 
You,  that  flriue  to  ferue  and  pleafe, 
Faireft  Queenes  and  Empreffes. 
Tell  me  this,  and  tell  me  right ; 
If  you  would  not  (fo  you  might) 
Leaue  them  all  difpif  d  to  proue, 
What  contents  are  in  her  loue  ? 

Could 
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Could  your  Fathers  euer  tell, 
Of  a  Nymph  did  more  excell  ? 
Or  hath  any  ftorie  told, 
Of  the  like,  in  times  of  old  ? 
Dido  was  not  fuch  a  one. 
Nor  the  Troians  Paragone. 
Though  they  fo  much  fauour  found, 
As  to  haue  their  honors  crownd, 
By  the  beft  of  Poets  penns, 
Euer  knowne  before,  or  fince. 

For,  had  Dido  beene  fo  faire, 
Old  Anchifes  noble  heire  ; 
loues  command  had  difobaid  : 
And  with  her  in  Carthage  ftaid  : 
Where,  he  would  haue  quite  forfwore, 
Seeing  the  Lauinian  Shore. 
Or,  had  Lcedas  Daughter  beene, 
(When  fhe  was  the  Spartan  Queene) 
Equall  with  this  louely-one, 
Menelaus  had  neuer  gone, 
From  her  fight  fo  farre  away, 
As  to  leaue  her  for  a  pray ; 
And  his  roome,  to  be  poffeft, 
By  her  wanton  Phrigian  guefL 

But,  leaf!  yet  among  you,  fome, 
Thinke  fhe  may  behind  thefe,  come  ; 

Stay 
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Stay  a  little  more,  and  here  me  : 
In  another  flraine  He  reare  me. 
He  vnmafque  a  beauty,  now, 
Which  to  kiffe,  the  Gods  may  bow. 
And  fo  feelingly  did  moue, 
That  your  foules  fhall  fall  in  loue. 

I  haue  yet,  the  beft  behind ; 
Her  moil  faire,  vnequald,  Minde. 
This,  that  I  haue  here  expreft, 
Is  but  that,  which  vailes  the  reft. 
An  incomparable  fhrine, 
Of  a  Beauty  more  diuine. 

Whereof,  ere  I  farther  fpeake, 
Off  againe,  my  Song  He  breake. 
And,  if  you  among  the  Rofes, 
(Which,  yon  quickfet  hedge  inclofes) 
Will  with  plucking  flowres,  beguile 
Tedious-feeming  Time  awhile  ; 
Till  I  ftep  to  yonder  Greene, 
(Whence  the  fheep  fo  plaine  are  feen) 
I,  wilbe  returned,  ere 
You  an  howre  haue  ftayd  there. 
And,  excufe  me  now,  I  pray, 
Though  I  rudely  goe  away. 
For,  Affaires  I  haue  to  doe  : 
Which,  vnleffe  I  looke  into ; 
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I  may  fmg  out  Summer  here, 
Like  the  idle  Grafhopper, 
And  at  Winter,  hide  my  head, 
Or  elfe  faft,  till  I  am  dead. 

Yet  if  Ruflicke  Pa/frail  Meafures, 
Can  ought  adde  vnto  your  pleafures  ; 
I  will  leaue  you  fome  of  thofe, 
Which,  it  pleafd  me  to  compofe, 
When  difpairing  fits  were  ouer  ; 
And  I  made  a  happy  Louer, 
Exercifd  my  louing  paffion, 
In  an  other  kind  of  fafhion, 
Then  to  vtter,  I  deuifed, 
When  I  fear'd  to  be  defpifed. 

Thofe ;  lhall  lye  in  gage  for  me, 
Till  I  backe  returned  be. 
And,  in  writing ;  here,  you  haue  them  : 
Either  Sing,  or  Read,  or  leaue  them. 

Sonnet  i. 

A  Dmire  not  Shepheards  Boy, 
•**-  Why  I  my  Pipe  for  bear e ; 
My  f or r owes,  and  my  ioy, 
Beyond  exprejjlon  are. 

Though 
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Though  others  may, 

In  Songs  difplay 
Their  pajjions,  when  they  wooe  : 

Yet,  mine  doeflie, 

A  pitch  too  high, 
For  words  to  reach  vnto. 

Iffuch  weake  thoughts  as  thofe, 
With  others  fancies  moue ; 
Or,  if  my  breajl  did  clofe, 
But  common  Straines  of  Loue  : 

Or  pajjionsftore, 

Learnd  me  no  more, 
To  feele  then  others  doe  : 

Fde  paint  my  cares, 

As  blacke  as  theirs, 
And  teach  my  Lynes  to  wooe. 

B^lt  oh  !  thrice  happy  yee, 
Whofe  meane  conceit  is  dull ; 
You  from  thofe  tho^lghts  are  free, 
Thatjluffe  my  breajl  fo  full : 

My  loues  exceffe, 

Lets  to  expreffe, 
What  Songs  are  vfed  to : 


And 
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And  my  delights, 
Takefuch  high  flights, 
My  loyes  will  mee  vndoe. 

I  haue  a  Loue  thafs  faire, 
Rich,  Wife,  and  Nobly  borne  ; 
Shees  true  Perfections  heire, 
Holds  nought  but  Vice  infcorne. 

A  heart  to  find, 

More  chafl,  more  kind. 
Our  Plaines  affoord  no  moe. 

Of  her  degree, 

No  blab  lie  be, 
For  doubt,  fome  Prince  fhould  wooe. 

And  yet  I  doe  not  fear e, 
( Though  Jhee  my  meanneffe  knowes) 
The  Willow  Branch  to  weare, 
No,  nor  the  yellow  hofe. 

For,  if  great  loue, 

Should fue  for  loue, 
Shee  would  not  me  forgoe : 

Refort  I  may, 

By  night  or  day. 
Which  brauer,  dare  not  doe. 

You 
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You  Gallants,  borne  to  pelf  e, 
To  Lands,  to  Titles  Jlore ; 
Ime  borne  but  to  my  Selfe, 
Nor  doe  I  care  for  more. 

Adde  to  your  earth, 

Wealth,  Honors,  Birth, 
And  all y oil  can  thereto  ; 

You  cannot  proue, 

That  height  of  Loue, 
Which,  I  in  meanneffe  doe. 

Great  Men  haue  helpes  to  gaine, 
Thofe  fauours  they  implore ; 
Which,  though  I  winne  with  paine, 
I  finde  my  ioyes  the  more. 

Each  Clowne  may  rife, 

And  climbe  the  Skies, 
When  he  hath  found  a  Stair  e  : 

But  ioy  to  him, 

That  dares  to  climbe, 
And  hath  no  helpe,  but  ayre. 

Some  fay,  that  Loue  repents, 
Where  Fortunes  difagree ; 
/  know  the  high  ft  contents, 

From 
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From  low  beginnings  be. 

My  loues  vnfaind, 

To  her  that  daignd, 
From  Greatneffe,  ftoope  thereto. 

Shee  loues,  caufe  I, 

So  meane,  dar  d  trie, 
Her  better  worth  to  wooe. 

And  yet  although  much  ioy, 
My  Fortune  feemes  to  bleffe ; 
Tis  mixt  with  more  annoy, 
Then  I Jhall  ere  expreffe : 

For,  with  much  paine 

Did  I  obtaine, 
The  I  em  He  nere  forgoe: 

Which,  yet  I  dare 

NorJJiew,  nor  weare ; 
And  that  breeds  all  my  woe. 

But  fie,  my  foolifli  tongue, 
How  loofely  now  it  goes  ! 
Firft,  let  my  Knell  be  rung, 
Ere  I  doe  more  difclofe. 

Mount  thoughts  on  high  ; 

Ceafe  words,  for  why : 
My  meaning  to  diuine  : 

To 
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To  thofe  I  leaue, 
That  can  conceiue, 
So  braite  a  Loue  as  mine. 

And  now,  no  more  lie  Jing, 
Among  my  fellow  Swaines : 
Nor  Groues,  nor  Hillesjhall  ring, 
With  Ecchoes  of  my  plaines. 

My  Meafures  be, 

Confus  d  (you  fee) 
And  will  notfute  thereto  : 

Caufe,  I  haue  more, 

Braue  thoughts  injlore, 
Then  words  can  reach  vnto. 

Sonnet.   2. 

T  T  Ence  away,  yoit  Syrens,  leaue  me, 
-*-  A  And  vnclafpe your  wanton  Armes ; 
Sugred  words  JJiall  nere  decei^le  me, 
( Though  thou  proiie  a  thoufand  Charmes) 

Fie,  fie,  forbear e ; 

No  common  fnare, 
Could  euer  my  affection  chaine : 

Your  painted  baits, 

And  poor  e  deceits, 
Are  all  be/lowed  on  me,  in  vaine. 


r 


me 
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J'me  no  ftaue,  tofuch  as  you  be ; 
Neither Jhall  afnowy  Breft, 
Wanton  Eye,  or  Lip  of  'Ruby \ 
Euer  robb  me,  of  my  reft. 

Goe,  goe,  difplay, 

Your  Beauties  ray. 
To  fome  ore-foone  enamo^i,rd  Swaine. 

Thofe  common  wiles, 

Ofjighs  and/miles ; 
Are  all  beftowed  on  me,  in  vaine. 

I  haue  elfewhere,  vowed  a  dutie  ; 
Turne  away  thy  tempting  eyes. 
Shew  not  me,  a  naked  Beautie, 
Thofe  Impoftures,  I  defpife. 

My  Spirit  lothes, 

Where  gawdy  clothes, 
Andfained  Othes,  may  loueobtaine. 

I  loue  Hery£, 

Whofe  looke,fweares  No ; 
That,  all  your  labours  will  be  vaine. 

Can  he  prize  the  tainted  Poiies, 
Which  on  euery  breft  are  worne ; 
That  may  plucke  the  fpotleffe  Rofes, 
From  their  neuer-touched  Thorne  ? 

H  I  can 
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I  can  goe  reft, 

On  her  fweet  Brejl  ; 
That  is  the  pride  #/*  Cynthia's  traine. 

Then  hold  your  tongues, 

Your  Mermaid  Songs, 
Are  all  bejlowd  on  me  in  vaine. 


Hees  a  foole,  that  bafely  dallies, 
Where  each  Peafant  mates  with  him. 
Shall  I  haunt  the  thronged  Vallies, 
Whilft  thers  noble  Hils  to  climbe  ? 

No,  no ;  though  Clownes 

Are  skard  with  frownes, 
I  know  the  bejl  can  but  difdaine : 

And  thofe  lie proue ; 

Sojhallyour  Loue 
Be  all  bejlowed,  on  me  in  vaine. 


Yet,  I  would  not  daigne  embraces, 
With  the  greatejl-fairejl  Shee, 
If  another  fliar  d  thofe  graces, 
Which  had  beene  bejlowed  on  Me. 
I gaue  that  One, 
My  Loue,  where  none, 
Shall  come  to  robb  me  of  my  gaine. 


Your 
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Your  fickle  Hearts 
Makes  Teares,  and  Arts, 
And  all,  b  eft  owed  on  me  in  vaine. 

I  doe  fcorne,  to  vozv  a  Dutie, 
Where  each  luftfull  Lad  may  wooe. 
Giue  me  Her,  whofe  Sun-like  Beau  tie, 
Buzzards  dare  notfoare  vnto. 

Shee,y^  it  is, 

Affoords  that  Bliffe ; 
For  which,  I  wo^dd  refufe  no  paine. 

But  fuck  as  you, 

Fond  fooles  adue ; 
Youfeeke  to  captiue  me  in  vaine. 

Prowdfhefeemd  in  the  beginning, 
And  difdaind  my  looking  on : 
But,  that  coy  one  in  the  winning, 
Proues  a  true  one  being  ivonne. 

What  ere  betide, 

Sheet  nere  diuide, 
The  fauour  Jhee  to  mefJiall  daigne. 

But,  your  fond  loue, 

Will  fickle  proue : 
And  all  ttiat  truft  in  you,  are  vaine. 

H  2  Therefore 
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Therefore  know,  when  I  enioy  One, 
(And  for  loue  employ  my  breath) 
Shee  /  Court  Jhall  be  a  Coy  one, 
Though  I  winne  her  with  my  death. 

A  fauour  there, 

Few  ayme  at  dare. 
And  if  perhaps,  fome  Louer  plaine, 

Shee  is  not  wonne, 

Nor  I  vndone, 
By  placing  of  my  loue  in  vaine. 

Leaue  me  then,  yo^t,  Syrens  leaue  me  ; 
Seeke  no  more  to  worke  my  harmes  : 
Craftie  wiles  cannot  deceiue  me  ; 
Who  am  proof  e  againji  your  CJmrmes. 

You  laboiir  may, 

To  lead  ajlray, 
The  heart,  that  conflant  Jhall  remaine  : 

And  I  the  while, 

Will  Jit  andfmile, 
To  fee  you  fpend  your  time  in  vaine. 

Sonnet  3. 


Philomela  with  herjlraines, 
The  Spring  had  welcomd  in  ; 


And 
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And  Flora,  to  bejlrow  the  Plaines, 
With  Dayfies  did  begin  : 
My  Loue,  and  I  (on  whom  fufpitious  eyes, 

Hadfet  a  thoufand  fpies) 
To  cofen  Argo$ftro^te ; 
A  ndfeene  of  none, 
We  got  alone, 

Into  ajhady  Groue. 

On  euery  Bujh,  the  Eglantine, 
with  leaues  perfumed  hung. 
The  Primrofe,  made  the  hedge-rowes  fine, 
The  woods,  of  M2t/icke  rung. 
The  Earth,  the  h\rt,&  all  things  did confpire 

To  raife  contentment  higher. 
That,  had  I  come  to  wooe : 
Nor  meanes  of  grace, 
Nor  time,  nor  place ; 
Were  wanting  thereunto. 

With  hand  in  hand,  alone  we  ivalkt, 

A  nd  oft  each  other  eyde  : 
Of  Loue,  and  pajfions  paft,  we  talkt, 
Which  oiir  poore  hearts  had  tride. 

Our  foiUes,  infusd  into  each  other  were : 
And}  what  may  be  her  care, 

H  3  Did 
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Did  my  more/arrow  breed. 

One  mind  zve  bore ; 

One  Faith  wefwore : 
And  both  in  one  agreed. 

Her  dainty  Palme,  I  gently  preft, 

And  with  her  Lips  I  plaid. 
My  Cheeke,  vpon  her  panting  Brejl, 

And  on  her  Necke  I  laid. 
And  yet,  we  had  no  fence  of  wanton  luft : 

Nor,  did  we  then  miftrujl, 
The  poyfon  in  the  f wee t. 
Our  Bodies  wrought 
So  clofe,  we  thought, 
Becaitfe  our  So\Aesfaould  meet. 

With  pleafant  toyle,  we  breathles  grew  ; 

And  kijl  in  warmer  blood: 
Vpon  her  Lips,  the  Hony-dew, 

Like  drops  on  Rofesjlood ; 
And  on  thofe  Flowers,  plaid  I  the  bujie  Bee ; 

Whofefweets,  werefuch  to  me, 
Them  could  I  not  forgoe. 
No,  not  to  feajl, 
On  Venus  Brejl ; 
Whence  Streames  offweetneffeflow. 

But 


820 


OF  P  H I VA  RE  TE. 

But,  kiffing  and  embracing,  we 

So  long  together  lay ; 
Her  touches  all  inflamed  me, 

And  I  began  tojlray. 
My  hands,  prefunidfofarre,  they  were  too  bold. 

My  tongue,  vnwifely  told 
How  mitch  my  heart  was  changd. 
And  Virtue  quite, 
Was  put  to  flight, 
Or,  for  the  time  eflrangd. 

Oh  !  what  are  we,  if  in  ourflrength, 

Wee  ouer  boldly  trufl  ? 
The flrongefl  forts,  will  yeeld  at  length, 

Andfo  our  Virtues  mufl. 
In  Me,  no  force  of  Reafon  had  preuaild\ 

Ifjhee  had  alfo  faild. 
But  ere  I  further  flr aid, 
Shejighing  kift, 
My  naked  wrift ; 
And  thus,  in  tear es  fhe  f aid. 

Sweet  heart  (quoth  JJie)  if  in  thy  brefl, 

Thofe  Virtues  reall  bee, 
Which  hitherto  thou  hafl  profefl, 

And  I  beleeud  in  thee : 

H  4  Thy 
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Thy  Selfe,  and  Me,  ohfeeke  not  to  abufe. 

Whil/l  Thee  I  thus  refufe, 
In  hotter  flames  I  frie  : 

Yet,  let  vs  not, 

Our  true  louefpot, 
Oh,  rather  let  mee  die. 


For,  if  thy  heart  fhoiild  fall  from  good, 

What  would  become  of  mine  f 
Asflrongapaffion,flirres  my  blood, 
As  can  diflemper  thine. 

Yet,  in  my  brefl  this  rage  Ifmoother  would, 
Thoitgh  it  confume  mejhoidd ; 
And,  my  deferes  containe : 
For,  where  we  fee, 
Such  breaches  be, 
They  feldome  flop  againe. 


Are  we  the  two,  that  haitefo  long, 

Each  others  loues  imbract  f 
And  neuer  did  Affettion  wrong, 
Nor  thinke  a  thought  vnchafl  f 
A  ndfliall,  oh,Jhallwe  now,  o^trmatchleJJ'e  Toy, 
For  one  poor e  touch  deflroy  f 

And 
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And  all  content  forgoe  ? 

Oh  no,  my  Deare, 

Sweet  heart,  forbeare ; 
/  will  not  loofe  thee  fo. 

For,Jhould  we  doe  a  deed  fo  bafe, 

(As  it  can  neuer  be) 
I  could  no  more  hauefeem  thy  face, 
Nor  would/I  thou  looke  on  me. 

I JJwuld  of  all  our  pajjions  grow  afhamd', 

And  blufh  when  thou  art  namd, 
Yea  (though  thou  conjlant  wert) 
I  being  notight, 
A  iealous  thought, 
Would Jtill  torment  my  heart. 

What  goodly  thing  doe  wee  obtaine, 

If  I  confent  to  thee  ? 
Rare  ioyes  we  loofe,  and  what  we  gaine, 
But  common  pleafures  be : 

Yea,  thofe  (fomefay)  who  are  to  lujienclind, 

Driue  Loue  out  of  the  mind; 
Andfo  much  Reafon  mijje  : 
That  they  admire, 
What  kind  of  fire, 
A  chajl  affection  is. 

No 
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No  vulgar  blijfe,  I  aymed  at, 

Whenfirft  I  heard  thee  wooe  : 
lie  neuer  prize  a  man  for  that, 
Which  euery  Groome  can  doe. 
If  that  be  loue ;  the  bafeft  men  that  be, 

Doe  loue  as  well  as  we. 
Who,  if  we  beare  vs  well, 
Doe  paffe  them  then, 
As  Angels,  men, 
In  glory  doe  excell. 

Whilft  thus  JJie  fpake,  a  criiell  Band 

Of  PaJJions  ceazd  my  Soule  : 
And,  what  onefeemed  to  command, 

Another  did  controule. 
Twixt  Good,  and  111,  /  did  diuided  lie. 

But,  as  I  raisd  mine  eye, 
In  her  me  thought  I  faw, 
Thofe  virtues  Jhine, 
WJwfe  rayes  diuine, 
Firft  gaue  Dejire,  a  Law. 

With  that,  I  felt  the  blufh  ofjhame, 

Into  my  cheeke  returne ; 
And  Loue,  did  with  a  chafter  flame, 

Within  my  Bofome  burne. 


My 
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My  Soule,  her  light  of  Reafon  had  renew  d ; 

And  by  thofe  Beames  I  viewd, 
How  Jlily  Luft  enfnares : 
And  all  the  fires, 
Of  ill  Defer es, 
I  quenched  with  my  Teares. 


Goe  Wantons  now,  and  flout  at  this, 

My  coldneJJTe,  if  you  lift ; 
Vaine  fooles,  you  neuer  knew  the  blijfe, 

That  doth  in  Loue  conflfl. 
Youflgh,  and  weepe,  and  labour  to  enioy ; 

A  Shade,  a  Dreame,  a  Toy. 
Poore  Folly  you  purfue ; 
And  are  vnbleft, 
Since  euery  beaft, 
In  pleafure  equals  you. 


You  neuer  tookefo  rich  content, 

In  all  your  wanton  play, 
As  this  to  me  hath  pleafure  lent, 

That  Chaftjhe  went  away. 
For  asfomejinnes,  which  we  committed  haue ; 
Sharpe  flings  behind  them  leaue. 

Whereby 
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Whereby  we  vexed  are  : 
So,  ill  fuppreft, 
Begetteth  reft, 

And  peace,  without  compare. 

But  leaft  this  Conqueftftight  yoit,  make, 

Which  on  my  felfe  I  wonne ; 
Twelue  labors,  I  will  undertake, 
With  I  cues  victorious  Sonne, 

Ere  I,  will  fuch  another  brunt  endure. 

For,  had  Diana  ptire, 
Thus  tempted  beene  tojinne  ; 
That  Queene  of  Night, 
(With  her  chaft  light^ 

Had  fear ce,  a  Maiden  binne. 


/  how  honor'd  are  my  Songs, 

't  by  your  melodious  tongues  ? 
And  how  pleafing  doe  they  feeme, 
Now  your  voices  Carroll  them  ? 
Were  not,  yet,  that  taske  to  doe, 
Which  my  word  inioynes  me  to, 
I  Ihould  begge  of  you,  to  heare, 
What  your  owne  inuentions  were. 

But, 
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But,  (before  I  ought  will  craue) 
What  I  promifd,  you  fliall  haue. 
And,  as  I  on  mortall  Creatures, 
Cald,  to  view  her  bodies  features  ; 
Shewing  how,  to  make  the  Senfes, 
Apprehend  her  excellences. 
Now  ;  I  fpeake  of  no  worfe  fubiecl, 
Then  a  Soules,  and  Reafons  obiecl  : 
(And  relate  a  Beauties  glories, 
Fitting  heauenly  Auditories) 
Therefore,  whilft  I  fit  and  fmg, 
Hemme  me  Angels,  in  a  Ring. 
Come  ye  Spirits,  which  haue  eies, 
That  can  gaze  on  Deityes  : 
And  vnclog'd,  with  bruitifh  fences, 
Comprehend  fuch  excellences. 
Or,  if  any  mortall  eare, 
Would  be  granted  leaue  to  heare, 
(And  find  profit  with  delight, 
In  what  now,  I  fhall  indite) 
Let  him  firft  be  fure,  to  feafon 
A  prepared  hart  with  reafon  : 
And,  with  Judgement,  drawing  nigh, 
Lay  all  fond  affections  by. 
So,  through  all  her  vailings,  He 
Shall  the  Soule  of  beautie  fee. 

But 
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But,  auoid  you  earth-bred  Wights, 
Cloid  with  fenfuall  appetites. 
On  bafe  obiecls  glut  your  eies, 
Till  your  ftarueling  pleafure  dies. 
Feede  your  eares,  with  fuch  delights, 
As  may  match  you  groffe  conceits  ; 
For,  within  your  muddie  braine, 
Thefe,  you  neuer  can  containe. 

Thinke  not,  you,  who  by  the  fence, 
Only  iudge  of  excellence  ; 
(Or  doe  all  contentment  place, 
In  the  beauty  of  a  face) 
That  thefe  higher  thoughts  of  our, 
Soare  fo  bafe  a  pitch  as  your. 
I  can  giue,  as  well  as  you, 
Outward  Beauties  all  their  due  : 
I  can  moft  contentments  fee, 
That  in  loue,  or  women  be. 

Though  I  dote  not  on  the  features, 
Of  our  daintieft  female  creatures  ; 
(Nor,  was  ere  fo  void  of  fhames, 
As  to  play  their  lawleffe  games) 
I  more  prize  a  fnowye  Hand, 
Then  the  gold  on  Tagus  ftrand  : 
And  a  daintie  Lippe  before, 
All  the  greateft  Monarcks  ftore. 

Yea 
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Yea,  from  thefe  I  reape  as  true, 
And  as  large  contents  as  you. 

Yet,  to  them  I  am  not  tide. 
I  haue  rarer  fweets  efpide  ; 
(Wider  profpecls  of  true  pleafure) 
Then  your  curbed  thoughts  can  meafure. 
In  her  Soule,  my  Soule  defcries, 
Obiecls,  that  may  feede  her  eyes. 
And  the  beauty  of  her  mind, 
Shewes  my  Reafon  where  to  finde, 
All  my  former  pleafure  doubled. 
Neither  with  fuch  paffion  troubled ; 
As  wherewith  it  oft  was  croft : 
Nor  fo  eafie  to  be  loft. 

I,  that  rauifht  lay,  wel-nigh, 
By  the  luftre  of  her  eye  : 
And,  had  almoft  fworne  affe6lion, 
To  the  fore  expreit  perfection  ; 
As  if  nothing  had  been  higher, 
Whereunto  I  might  afpire. 
Now,  haue  found,  by  feeking  nearer, 
Inward  worth  ;  that  fhining  clearer ; 
(By  a  fweet  and  fecret  mouing) 
Drawes  me  to  a  dearer  louing. 
And,  whilft  I  that  loue  conceiue, 
Such  impreffions  it  doth  leaue, 

In 
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In  the  Intelleftiue  part ; 
As,  defaceth  from  my  hart, 
Eu'rie  thought  of  thofe  delights, 
Which  allure  bafe  appetits. 
And,  my  mind  fo  much  imploies, 
In  contemplating,  thofe  ioyes, 
Which,  a  purer  fight,  doth  find, 
In  the  beauty  of  her  Mind  : 
That,  I  fo  thereon  am  fet, 
As  (me  thinkesy)  I  could  forget, 
All  her  fweeteft  outward  graces  : 
Though  I  lay  in  her  imbraces. 

But,  fome  thinking  with  a  fmile. 
What,  they  would  haue  done  the  while  : 
Now  fuppofe  my  words  are  fuch, 
As  exceed  my  power  too  much. 
For,  all  thofe,  our  Wantons  hold, 
Void  of  Vigor,  dull,  and  cold  : 
Or  (at  beft)  but  fooles,  whofe  flame, 
Makes  not  way  vnto  their  fhame. 
Though  at  length  with  griefe  they  fee 
They  the  fooles  doe  proue  to  be. 

Thefe,  the  body  fo  much  minded, 
That  their  Reafon  ouer-blinded, 
By  the  pleafures  of  the  Sence, 
Hides  from  them  that  excellence  ; 

And 
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And  that  fweetnes,  whofe  true  worth, 
I  am  here  to  blazon  forth. 

Tis  not ;  tis  not,  thofe  rare  graces, 
That  doe  lurke  in  womens  faces. 
Tis  not,  a  difplayd  perfection, 
Youthfull  eyes,  nor  cleare  complexion  ; 
Nor  a  skin,  fmooth-fatten  like, 
Nor  a  daintie  Rofie  cheeke, 
That  to  wantonneffe  can  moue, 
Such  as  vertuoufly  doe  loue. 
Beautie,  rather  gently  drawes 
Wild  Defires,  to  Reafons  Lawes ; 
And  oft  frights  men  from  that  fin, 
They  had  elfe  tranfgreffed  in  : 
Through  a  fweet  amazement,  flroke, 
From  an  ouer-ruling  looke. 
Beaiiiie,  neuer  tempteth  men 
To  lafciuioufnes  ;  but  when 
Careleffe  Idleneffe  hath  brought 
Wicked  longings  into  thought. 
Nor  doth  youth,  or  heat  of  blood, 
Make  men  prooue  what  is  not  good. 
Nor  the  ftrength,  of  which  they  vaunt. 
Tis  the  ftrength,  and  power  they  want, 
And  the  bafeneffe  of  the  Mind, 
Makes  their  bruit  defires  enclind, 

I  To 
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To  perfue  thofe  vaine  delights, 
Which  affect  their  Appetites. 
And  fo  blinded  doe  they  grow, 
(Who  are  ouertaken  fo) 
As  their  dulnes  cannot  fee, 
Nor  beleeue  that  better  be. 
Some,  haue  blood  as  hot  as  their, 
Whofe  affections  loofeft  are ; 
Bodies  that  require  no  art, 
To  fupply  weake  Natures  part. 
Youth  they  haue  ;  and,  fure,  might  to, 
Boaft  of  what,  fome  (fhameleffe  doe) 
Yet,  their  Minds  that  aime  more  high, 
(Then  thofe  bafer  pleafures  lye) 
Taught  by  Vi^ie  can  fuppreffe, 
All  attempts  of  wantonneffe. 
And  fuch  powerfull  motiues  frame, 
To  extinguifh  Paffions  flame  ; 
That  (by  Reafons  good  direction,) 
Quallifying  loofe  affection ; 
Theile  in  midft  of  Beauties  fires, 
Walke  vnfcorcht  of  ill  Defires. 

Yet,  no  fuch,  as  flupid  fhame, 
Keeps  from  aftions  worthy  blame. 
But,  in  all  fo  truly  Man, 
That  their  apprehenfions  can, 

Prize 
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Prize  the  bodies  vtmoft  worth  : 
And,  find  many  pleafures  forth, 
In  thofe  Beauties  ;  more  then  You, 
That  abufe  them,  euer  knew. 

But,  perhaps  her  outward  grace, 
Here  difcrib'd,  hath  tane  fuch  place, 
In  fome  ore-enamourd  breaft, 
And  fo  much  his  hart  poffeft, 
As  He  thinkes  it  paffeth  telling, 
How  fhee  may  be  more  excelling  : 
Or  what  worth,  I  can  prefer, 
To  be  more  admir'd  in  Her. 
Therefore,  now  I  will  be  briefe, 
To  preuent  that  misbeliefe. 
And,  if  there  be  prefent  here, 
Any  one,  whofe  nicer  eare  : 
Taskes  my  Meafures,  as  offending, 
Jn  too  ferioufly  commending 
What  affects  the  Senfe  ;  or  may, 
Iniure  Virtue  any  way. 
Let  them  know  ;  tis  vnderilood, 
That  if  they  were  truly  good, 
It  could  neuer  breed  offence, 
That  I  fhewd  the  excellence, 
With  the  power  of  God  and  Nature, 
In  the  beauty  of  his  Creature. 

I  2  They 


333 


THE   MISTRESSE 

They  from  thence  would  rather  raife, 
Caufe,  to  meditate  his  praife  : 
And  thus  thinke  ;  How  fair e  muft  He, 
That  hath  made  this  Faire-one  be  ! 

That ;  was  my  propofed  End. 
And,  to  make  them  more  attend 
Vnto  this  ;  fo  much  excelling, 
As  it  paffeth  meanes  of  telling. 

But  at  worft  ;  if  any  Straine, 
Makes  your  Memories  retaine, 
Sparks  of  fuch  a  banefull  fire, 
As  may  kindle  ill  defire  : 
This,  that  followes  after,  fhall 
Not  alone  extinguifh  all ; 
But,  eu'n  make  you  blufh  with  fhame, 
That  your  thoughts  were  fo  to  blame. 
Yet,  I  know  when  I  haue  done, 
(In  refpect  of  that  bright  Sunne, 
Whofe  ineftimable  light 
I  would  blazon  to  your  fight) 
Thefe,  enfuing  flames,  are, 
As  to  Cynthia  s  beames  a  Starre  ; 
Or,  a  petty  Comets  ray, 
To  the  glorious  Eye  of  Day. 
For,  what  power  of  words  or  Art, 
Can  her  worth  at  full  impart  ? 


Or 
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Or,  what  is  there,  may  be  found, 
Plac'd  within  the  Senfes  bound  ; 
That  can  paint  thofe  fweets  to  me, 
Which  the  Eyes  of  Loue  doe  fee  ? 
Or  the  Beauties  of  that  Mind, 
Which  her  body  hath  enfhrin'd. 

Can  I  thinke,  the  Guide  of  Heauen, 
Hath  fo  bountifully  giuen, 
Outward  features,  caufe  he  meant, 
To  haue  made  leffe  excellent, 
Her  diuine  part  ?     Or  fuppofe, 
Beautie,  Goodneffe  doth  oppofe  ; 
Like  thofe  fooles,  who  doe  defpaire, 
To  find  any  Good  and  Faire  ? 
Rather ;  There  I  feeke  a  mind, 
Moil  excelling,  where  I  find 
God  hath  to  the  body  lent, 
Mofl-befeeming  Ornament. 
But,  though  he  that  did  infpire 
Firft,  the  true  Promethean  fire, 
In  each  feuerall  foule  did  place 
E quail  Excellence  and  Grace, 
As  fome  thinke ;  yet  haue  not  they 
Equall  Beauties  euery  way. 
For,  they  more  or  leffe  appeare, 
As  the  outward  Organs  are  : 

I  3  Following 
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Following  much  the  temperature, 

Of  the  Body,  groffe  or  pure. 

And  I  doe  beleeue  it  true, 

That,  as  we  the  Body  view  : 

Nearer  to  perfe6lion  grow  ; 

So,  the  Soule  her  felfe  doth  fhow  : 

Others  more,  and  more  excelling, 

In  her  powre  ;  as  in  her  dwelling. 

For,  that  pureneffe  giueth  way, 

Better  to  difclofe  each  Ray, 

To  the  Dull  conceit  of  man, 

Then  a  groffer  fubftance  can. 

Thus,  through  fpotleffe  Chriftall,  wee 

May  the  Dayes  full  glory  fee ; 

When,  if  cleareft  Sunbeames  paffe, 

Through  a  foule  polluted  glaffe  : 

So  difcollerd,  the'il  appeare  ; 

As  thofe  Staines  they  fhone  through,  were. 

Let  no  Critticke  cauill  then, 
If  I  dare  affirme  agen  ; 
That  her  Minds  perfections  are, 
Fairer  then  her  Bodie's  farr  ; 
And,  I  need  not  proue  it  by, 
Axioms  of  Philofophy, 
Since  no  proofe  can  better  be, 
Then  their  rare  effect  in  me. 


For 
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For,  while  other  men  complaining, 
Tell  their  Mi/lreffes  difdaining  : 
Free  from  care,  I  write  a  ftorie, 
Only  of  her  worth  and  glory. 

While  moft  Louers  pining  fit, 
(Rob'd  of  libertie  and  wit,) 
Vaffaling  themfelues  with  fhame, 
To  fome  proud  imperious  Dame  : 
Or,  in  Songs  their  Fate  bewailing, 
Shew  the  world  their  faithles  fayling. 
I,  enwreath'd  with  boughs  of  Myrtle, 
Fare  like  the  beloued  Titrtle. 

Yea  while  moft,  are  moft  vntoward, 
Peeuifh,  vaine,  inconftant,  froward. 
While  their  beft  contentments  bring, 
Nought  but  after-forrowing. 
She,  thofe  childifh  humors  flighting, 
Hath  conditions  fo  delighting, 
And  doth  fo  my  bliffe  indeauour, 
As  my  ioy  encreafeth  euer. 

By  her  actions  I  can  fee, 
That  her  Paffions  fo  agree, 
Vnto  Reafon ;  as  they  erre, 
Seldome,  to  diftemper  her. 

Loue  fhe  can  (and  doth)  but  fo, 
As  fhe  will  not  ouerthrow, 

I  4  Loues 
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Loues  content  by  any  folly, 

Or,  by  deeds  that  are  vnholy. 

Dotingly,  fhe  nere  affects  ; 

Neither  willingly  neglects 

Honeft  loue:  But  meanes  doth  find, 

With  difcretion  to  be  kind. 

Tis  nor  thundring  Phrafe,  nor  Othes, 

Honors,  wealth,  nor  painted  Clothes, 

That  can  her  good  liking  gaine, 

If  no  other  worth  remaine. 

Neuer  tooke  her  heart,  delight 
In  your  Court- Hermaphrodite, 
Or  fuch  frothy  Gallants,  as 
For  the  Times  Heroes  paffe. 
Such  ;  who  (ftill  in  loue)  doe  all 
Faire,  and  Sweet,  and  Lady  call. 
And  where  e're  they  hap  to  ftray, 
Either  prate  the  reft  away ; 
Or,  of  all  difcourfe  to  feeke, 
Shuffle  in  at  Cent,  or  Gleek. 

Goodneffe  more  delights  her,  than 
All  their  Maske  of  Folly  can. 
Fond,  fhe  hateth  to  appeare ; 
Though  fhe  hold  her  friend  as  deare, 
As  her  part  of  life  vnfpent  : 
Or,  the  beft  of  her  content. 


If 
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If  the  heat  of  youthfull  fires, 
Warme  her  blood  with  thofe  defires, 
Which  are  by  the  courfe  of  Nature, 
Stird  in  euery  perfect:  Creature  : 
As  thofe  Paffions  kindle,  fo 
Doth  Heauens  grace,  and  Reafon  grow 
Abler,  to  fuppreffe  in  her 
Thofe  rebellions  ;  and  they  ftirre, 
Neuer  more  affection,  then 
One  good  thought  allayes  agen. 

I  could  fay,  fo  chaft  is  fhee, 
As  the  new-blowne  Rofes  be. 
Or,  the  drifts  of  Snow,  that  none 
Euer  toucht,  or  lookt  vpon. 
But,  that  were  not  worth  a  Flie, 
Seeing  fo  much  Chaftitie, 
Old  Pigmalion  Picture  had  : 
Yea,  thofe  Eunuchs  borne  or  made, 
Ne're  to  know  Defire  ;  might  fay, 
Shee  deferu'd  no  more  then  they. 
Wheras,  whilft  their  worth  proceeds 
From  fuch  wants,  as  they  muft  needs, 
Be  vnmou'd  (caufe  Nature  fram'd 
No  affections  to  be  tam'd) 
Through  her  daintie  Limbs,  are  fpread, 
Vigour,  heat,  and  freely  med, 

Life 
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Life  blood  into  euery  vaine  ; 
Till  they  fill,  and  fwell  againe  : 
And  no  doubt  they  ftriue  to  force, 
Way,  in  fome  forbidden  Courfe. 
Which,  by  Grace  fhe  ftill  refifts ; 
And  fo  Courbs  within  their  lifts, 
Thofe  Defires  :  that  fhe  is  charter, 
Then  if  fhe  had  none  to  matter. 

Malice,  neuer  lets  fhe  in  : 
Neither  hates  fhe  ought,  but  fin. 
Enuy,  if  fhe  could  admit, 
Ther's  no  meanes  to  nourifh  it : 
For,  her  gentle  heart  is  pleas'd, 
When  fhe  knowes  anothers  eas'd. 
And  ther's  none,  who  euer  got 
That  perfection,  fhe  hath  not. 
So,  that  no  caufe  is  there,  why 
Shee  fhould  any  one  enuy. 

Mildly  angry  fheele  appeare, 
That  the  bafer  Rout  may  feare  ; 
Through  prefumption  to  mifdoe. 
Yet,  fhe  often  faines  that  to. 
But  let  wrong  be  whatfoeuer, 
She  giues  way  to  Choller,  neuer. 

If  fhe  e're  of  Vengeance  thought, 
Twas  nor  life,  nor  blood  was  fought ; 


But 
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But  (at  moft)  fome  prayer  to  moue, 
luftice  for  abufed  Loue  : 
Or,  that  Fate  would  pay  againe, 
Loues  negle6tors  with  difdaine. 

If  fhe  euer  crau'd  of  Fate, 
To  obtaine  a  higher  State ; 
(Or  ambitioufly  were  giuen) 
Sure,  twas  but  to  climbe  to  heauen. 
Pride,  is  from  her  heart  as  farre, 
As  the  Poles  in  diftance  are. 
For,  her  worth,  nor  all  this  praife, 
Can  her  humble  fpirit  raife, 
Leffe  to  prize  me,  then  before ; 
Or  her  felfe,  to  value  more. 

Were  fhe  Vaine ;  fhe  might  alledge, 
Twere  her  Sexes  priuiledge. 
But,  fhee's  fuch ;  as  (doubtleffe)  no  man 
Knowes  leffe  folly,  in  a  woman. 

To  preuent  a  being  Idle, 
Sometime,  with  her  curious  Needle, 
(Though  it  be  her  meaneft  glory) 
Shee  fo  limnes  an  Antique  Story, 
As  Minerua  (would  fhe  take  it) 
Might  her  richeft  Sample  make  it. 

Other  while,  againe,  fhe  rather 
Labors,  with  delight  to  gather 

Know- 
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Knowledge  from  fuch  learned  Writs, 
As  are  left  by  famous  Wits. 
Where,  Shee  chiefly  feekes  to  know, 
God\  Herfelfe\  and  what  we  owe, 
To  our  Neighbour :  fince  with  thefe, 
Come  all  needefull  Knowledges. 

Shee,  with  Adam,  neuer  will 
Long  to  learne  both  Good  and  /// ; 
But,  her  ftate  well  vndeftood, 
Refts  her  felfe,  content  with  Good. 

Auarice,  abhorreth  fhee, 
As  the  lothfom'ft  things  that  be  : 
Since  fhe  knowes  it  is  an  ill, 
That  doth  ripeft  vertue  kill. 
And,  where  ere  it  comes  to  reft, 
(Though  in  fome  ftri6l  Matrons  breft) 
Be  fhe  ne're  fo  feeming  iuft, 
He  no  fhewes  of  Goodneffe  truft. 
For,  if  you  but  gold  can  bring  ; 
Such,  are  hir'd  to  any  thing. 

If  you  thinke  fhe  lealous  be  ; 
You  are  wide  :  For,  credit  me, 
Her  ftrong'ft  lealoufies,  nought  are, 
Other  then  an  honeft  care, 
Of  her  friends.     And,  moft  can  tell, 
Who  fo  wants  that,  loues  not  well. 


Though 
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Though  fome  little  feare  fhe  fhowes, 
Tis  no  more  then  loue  allowes  : 
So  the  paffion  doe  not  moue  her, 
Till  fhe  greeue,  or  wrong  her  louer. 
Shee  may  thinke  He  may  doe  ill ; 
Though,  fhee'l  not  beleeue  he  will. 
Nor,  can  fuch  a  harmeleffe  thought, 
Blemifh  true  affection  ought : 
Rather,  when  as  elfe  it  would, 
Through  fecurity  growe  cold. 
This  her  Paffion,  keeping  meafure, 
Strengthens  Loue,  and  fweetens  Pleafure. 

Crueltie,  her  foule  detefts  ; 
For,  within  her  Bofome  refts, 
Nobleft  Pitty\  vfherd  by, 
An  vnequall'd  Courtefie. 
And,  is  grieu'd  at  good  mens  moane, 
As  the  griefe  were  all  her  owne. 

luft  fhee  is ;  fo  iuft,  that  I 
Know  fhe  would  not  wrong  a  Flye  ; 
Or,  oppreffe  the  meaneft  thing, 
To  be  Miftreffe  to  a  King. 

If  our  Painters  would  include, 
Temperance,  and  Fortitude, 
In  one  Picture  ;  She  would  fitt, 
For  the  nonce  to  paterne  it. 

Patient 
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Patient,  as  the  Lambe  is  fhe. 
Harmeleffe,  as  the  Turtles  be. 
Yea,  fo  largely  ftor'd,  with  all 
Which  we  Mortals  Goodneffe  call ; 
That,  if  euer  Virtue  were, 
Or  may  be,  incarnate  here ; 
This  is  fhe,  whofe  praifes,  I 
Offer  to  Eternitie. 

Shee's  no  Image  trimd  about, 
Faire  within,  and  foule  without : 
But  a  lemm  that  doth  appeare, 
Like  the  Diamond,  euery  where, 
Sparkling  rayes  of  Beautie  forth  ; 
All  of  fuch  vnblemifht  worth, 
That  wert  poffible,  your  eye 
Might  her  inmoft  thoughts  efpie, 
And  behold  the  dimmeft  part, 
Of  the  luftre  in  her  heart. 
It  would  find  that  Center  paffe, 
What  the  Superficies  was. 
And,  that  euery  angle  there, 
Like  a  Diamonds   infide  were. 

For,  although  that  Excellence 
Paffe  the  piercingft  Eye  of  Sence  ; 
By  their  operations  we, 
Gueffe  at  things  that  hidden  be. 


So 
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So  fbeyond  our  common  reach) 
Wife  men  can  by  Reafon  teach, 
What  the  influences  beene, 
Of  a  Planet,  when  vnfeene  ; 
Or  the  Beautie  of  a  Starre, 
That  doth  fhine  aboue  vs  farre. 
So,  by  that  wide-beaming  Light, 
Wherewith  Titan  Courts  our  fight, 
By  his  clothing  of  the  Earth  ; 
By  the  wondrous,  various  Birth, 
Of  new  Creatures,  yearely  bred 
Through  his  heat ;  and  nourifhed  : 
And  by  many  Virtues  moe 
(Which  our  Senfes  reach  vnto) 
We  conclude  ;  they  are  not  all, 
Which  make  faire  that  goodly  Ball. 

Though  fhee  prize  her  honour  more, 
Then  the  far-fetcht  precious  (lore 
Of  the  rich  Molucchi,  or 
All  the  wealth  was  traffickt  for, 
Since  our  Veffels,  paffage  knew 
Vnto  Mexico,  Peru  : 
Or  thofe  fpacious  Kingdomes,  which 
Make  the  proud  Iberians  rich. 
Tis  not  that  vncertaine  blaft, 
Keepes  my  Miftreffe  Good,  or  Chaft. 

Shee 
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Shee,  that  but  for  honours  fake, 
Doth  of  ill  a  Confcience  make  ; 
(More  in  feare  what  Rumour  fayes, 
Then  in  loue  to  vertuous  wayes) 
Though  fhe  feem'd  more  ciuill  than, 
You  haue  feene  a  Courtezan, 
For  an  honor  :  And  cries  Oh  fie, 
At  each  fhew  of  vanitie. 
Though  fhe  cenfure  all  that  be, 
Not  fo  foolifh  coy  as  fhee. 
Though  fhe  with  the  Roman  Dame 
Kill  her  felfe,  to  purchafe  fame. 
Shee  would  proflitute  become, 
To  the  meaneft  bafefl  Groome  ; 
If  fo  clofely  they  may  doe  it, 
As  the  world  fhould  neuer  know  it. 
So  at  befl  thofe  women  prooue, 
That  for  honour  ;  virtue  loue. 
Giue  me  her,  that  Goodnes  chufeth 
For  it  owne  fake  :  And  refufeth 
To  haue  greateft  honors  gain'd. 
With  her  fecret  confcience  ftain'd. 
Giue  me  her,  that  would  be  poore ; 
Die  difgrac't ;  nay,  thought  a  whoore  ; 
And  each  Times  reproch  become, 
Till  the  generall  day  of  Doome  : 

Rather 
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Rather  then  confent  to  aft 
Pleafmg  Sinne,  though  by  the  fa6l, 
(with  efteeme  of  vertuous)  fhe 
Might  the  German  Empreffe  be. 
Such  my  Miftreffe  is  ;  and  nought 
Shall  haue  power  to  change  her  thought. 
Pleafures  canot  tempt  her  eye, 
On  their  Bayts  to  glance  awry. 
For  their  good  fhe  ftill  efteemes, 
As  it  is  ;  not  as  it  feemes  : 
And,  fhe  takes  no  comfort  in 
Sweeteft  pleafure,  fowr'd  with  Sinn. 

By  her  felfe,  fhe  hath  fuch  care, 
That  her  actions  decent  are. 
For,  were  fhe  in  fecret  hid, 
None  might  fee  her  what  fhe  did. 
Shee  would  doe,  as  if  for  fpies, 
Euery  wall  were  ftucke  with  eyes. 
And  be  chary  of  her  honour, 
Caufe  the  heauens  do  looke  vpon  her, 
And,  oh  what  had  power  to  moue, 
Flames  of  Lufl,  or  wanton  loue, 
So  farre,  to  difparage  vs, 
If  we  all,  were  minded  thus  ? 
Thefe,  are  Beauties  that  fhall  laft, 
When  the  Crimfon  blood  fhall  waft  ; 

K  And 
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And  the  filming  Haire  wax  gray  : 
Or  with  age  be  worne  away. 
Thefe,  yeeld  pleafures,  fuch  as  might, 
Be  remembred  with  delight ; 
When  we  gafpe  our  lateft  breath, 
On  the  loathed  bed  of  death. 

Though  difcreetly  fpeake  fhee  can, 
Sheele  be  filent,  rather  than 
Talke  while  others  may  be  heard. 
As  if  me  did  hate,  or  fear'd, 
Their  Condition  ;  who  will  force 
All,  to  wait  on  their  Difcourfe. 
Reafon  hath  on  her  beftowed 
More  of  knowledge,  then  me  owed 
To  that  Sex  :  and  Grace  with  it, 
Doth  aright  her  Praclife  fit. 

Yet,  hath  Fate  fo  framed  her, 
As  (he  may  at  fometime,  erre  : 
But,  if  ere  her  Judgement  ftray, 
Tis  that  other  women  may, 
Thofe  much  pleafmg  Beauties  fee, 
Which  in  yeelding  Natures  be. 
For,  fmce  no  perfection  can 
Here  on  earth  be  found  in  Man, 
Ther's  more  good  in  free  fubmiffions, 
Then  ther's  ill  in  our  tranfgreffions. 

Should 
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Should  you  heare  her,  once,  contend, 
In  difcourfing,  to  defend 
(As  fhe  can)  a  doubtfull  Caufe  : 
She  fuch  ftrong  Pofitions  drawes 
From  known  Truths ;  and  doth  apply, 
Reafons  with  fuch  Maieftie  : 
As  if  fhe  did  vndertake, 
From  fome  Oracle  to  fpeake. 
And  you  could  not  think,  what  might 
Breed  more  loue,  or  more  delight. 
Yet,  if  you  fhould  marke  agen, 
Her  difcreet  behauiour,  when 
She  finds  Reafon  to  repent 
Some  wrong-pleaded  Argument. 
She  fo  temperatly  lets  all 
Her  mif-held  opinions  fall ; 
And,  can  with  fuch  Mildneffe  bow  : 
As  'twill  more  enamour  you, 
Then  her  knowledge.     For,  there  are 
Pleafing  fweets  without  compare 
In  fuch  yeeldings  ;  which  doe  prooue, 
Wit,  Humilitie,  and  Loue. 
Yea,  by  thofe  miftakings  ;  you 
Her  Condition  fo  fhall  know, 
(And  the  nature  of  her  mind, 
So  vndoubtedly  fhall  find) 

K  2  As 
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As  will  make  her,  more  endeared, 
Then  if  fhe  had  neuer  erred. 

Farther ;  that  fhe  nought  may  miffe, 
Which  worth  praife  in  woman,  is  : 
This,  vnto  the  reft  I  add. 
If  I  wound,  or  ficknes,  had  ; 
None  fhould  for  my  curing  runne. 
(No  not  to  Apollo  s  fonne) 
She,  fo  well,  the  Virtue  knowes, 
Of  each  needfull  Hearbe  that  growes  ; 
And  fo  fitly,  can  apply, 
Salues  to  euery  Maladie  : 
That,  if  file,  no  fuccour  gaue  me, 
Twere  no  meanes  of  Art,  could  faue  me. 

Should  my  Soule  oppreffed  lye, 
(Sunke  with  griefe  and  forrow  nigh) 
She  hath  balme  for  minds  diflreft ; 
And  could  eafe  my  pained  breafl. 
She  fo  well  knowes  how  to  feafon, 
Paffionate  difcourfe  with  Reafon  ; 
And  knowes  how  to  fweeten  it, 
Both  with  fo  much  loue  and  wit ; 
That,  it  fhall  prepare  the  Senfe. 
To  giue  way  with  leffe  offence. 
For,  greeued  minds,  can  ill  abide, 
Counfell  churlifhly  applid  : 

Which 
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Which,  inflead  of  comfortings  ; 
Defperation,  often  brings. 

Bnt,  harke  Nymphs  :  me  thinkes,  I  heare 
Muficke,  founding  in  mine  eare. 
Tis  a  Lute:  And  hee's  the  beft 
For  a  Voice,  in  all  the  Weft, 
That  doth  touch  it.     And  the  Swaine, 
I  would  haue  you  heare  fo  faine, 
That  my  Song,  forbeare  will  I, 
To  attend  his  melodie. 

Hither  comes  he,  day  by  day, 
In  thefe  Groues  to  fing,  and  play. 
And,  in  yonn  clofe  Arbor,  He 
Sitteth  now,  expecting  me. 
He,  fo  bafhfull  is  ;  that  mute 
Will  his  Tougne  be,  and  his  Lute, 
Should  he  happen  to  efpie 
This,  vnlookt  for  Company. 

If  you,  therefore  lift  to  heare  him, 
Let's  with  filence  walke  more  neere  him. 
Twill  be  worth  your  paines  (beleeue  me) 
(If  a  Voice,  content  may  giue  yee) 
And,  await  you  mall  not  long ; 
For,  He  now  beginns  a  Song. 


K  3  What 
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Sonnet,   i. 

is  the  caufe,  when  elfewhere  I  refort, 
/  kaue  my  Gefiures,  and  Difcourfe  more 
And  (if  Ip  leaf  e)  can  any  Beauty  Court,     (free? 
Yetjlandfo  dull,  andfo  demure  by  thee  ? 
Why  are  my  fpeeches  broken,  whilft  I  talke  ? 
Why  doe  I  feare  almojl  thy  hand  to  touch  f 
Why  dare  I  not  imbrace  thee  as  we  walk,  (much  ? 
Since,  with  the  greatejl  Nymphs  Fue  dard  as 
Ah  !  know  that  none  of  thofe  I  ere  affecled', 
And  therefore,  vsd  a  careleffe  Court/hip  there : 
Becaufe,  I  neither  their  Difdaine  refpec~ted, 
Nor  recond  them,  or  their  embraces  deare. 
But,  louing  Thee\  my  Loue  hath  found  content', 
And  rich  delights,  in  things  indifferent. 

Sonnet.  2. 

T  ~\  J Hy  Couet  I,  thy  bleffed  eyes  to  fee ; 

*  ^   Whofe  fweet  afpec~t,  may  cheer  e  thefaddejl 
Why,  when  our  bodies  mujl  diuided  be,  (mind  ? 
Can  I  no  howre  of  reft,  or  p  leaf ure  find? 
Why  doe  I Jleepingjlart,  and  waking  mone, 
To  finde,  that  of  my  dreamed  Hopes  I  miffe  ? 

Why 
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Why,  doe  I  often  contemplate  alone, 
Offuch  a  thing  as  thy  Perfection  is  f 
And  wherefore,  when  we  meet,  doth  Pafjionftop 
Myfpeechles  Tongiie,  and  leaue  me  in  a  panting? 
Why,  doth  my  heart  orechargd  with  f  ear e  &hope 
(Infpight  of  Reafon)  almojt  droop  to  fainting? 
Becaufe,  in  Me  thy  excellencies  mouing, 
Haue  drawne  me  to  an  Excellence  in  louing. 

Sonnet.  3 

ire,y£#££  thy  Virtues  my  affections  moue, 
And  I  haue  vowd,  my  purpofe  is  to  ioyne, 
(In  an  eternall  Band  of  chajlejl  Loue) 
Our  Soules,  to  make  a  Mariage  mq/l  diuine. 
Why  (thou  maift  thinke)  then,feemeth  he  to  prize, 
An  outward  Beauties  fading  hew  fo  much  ? 
Why,  doth  he  read  fitch  Lectures  in  mine  eyes? 
And  often  Jlriue  my  tender palme  to  touch  ? 
Oh  pardon  my  prefuming :  For  I  fweare, 
My  Loue  isfoyled,  with  no  luflfullfpot :  (peare, 
Thy  Soules  perfections,  through  thofe  vailes  ap- 
And  I  half  e  faint,  that  I  embrace  them  not. 
Nofoule  Dejires,  doth  make  thy  touches fweet: 
But,  my^wAeftriueth,  with  //^ySoule  to  meet. 
K  4  Shall 
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Sonnet  4. 

I  wafting  in  Difpaire, 

Dye  becaufe  a  Wom&ns/aire  ? 
Or  make  pale  my  cheekes  with  care, 
Caufe  anothers  Rq/ie  are  ? 
Bejhee  fairer  then  the  Day, 
Or  the  Flowry  Meads  in  May  ; 

If  She  be  notfo  to  me, 

What  care  I  how  fairejhee  be. 

Should  my  heart  be  grieud  or  pin  d, 
Caufe  I  fee  a  Woman  kind  f 
Or  a  well  difpofed  Nature, 
loyned  with  a  louely  Feature  f 
Bejhee  meeker,  kinder,  than 
Turtle-Done,  or  Pelican  : 

Ifjhee  be  not  fo  me, 

What  care  I,  how  kindJJie  be. 

Shall  a  Womans  Virtues  moue, 
Me,  to  perifh  for  her  fate  f 
Or,  her  well-deferuing  knowne, 
Make  me  quite  forget  mine  owne  f 

Be 
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Bejhee  with  that  GoodneJ/Te  bleft, 
Which  may  gaine  her,  name  of  Beft  : 
Ifjhe  be  not  fuch  to  me, 
What  care  I,  how  goodjhe  be. 

Caufe  her  Fortune  feemes  too  high, 
Shall  I  play  the  foole,  and  dye? 
Thofe  that  beare  a  Noble  minde, 
Where  they  want  of  Riches  find, 
Thinke,  what  with  them,  they  would  doe, 
That  without  them,  dare  to  wooe. 
And,  vnleffe  that  mind  I  fee, 
What  care  /,  though  Great  Jhe  be. 

Great,  or  Good,  or  Kind,  or  Faire, 

/  will  nere  the  more  difpaire, 

If  She  loue  me,  this  beleeue ; 

/  will  die,  er  e  Jhe  Jhall  grieue. 

If  Jhe  flight  me,  when  I  wooe  ; 

/  canfcorne,  and  let  her  goe. 
For,  ifjhee  be  not  for  me, 
What  care  I,  for  whom  Jhe  be. 


I  wan- 


855 


THE    MISTRESSE 


Sonnet  5. 

T  Wandred  out,  awhile  agone, 

*•  And  went  I  know  not  whither  : 

But)  there  doe  Beauties  many  a  one, 

Refort,  and  meet  together. 

And  Cupids  power  will  there  bejhowne, 

Ifeuer  you  come  thither. 


For,  like  two  Sunnes,  two  Beauties  bright, 

I Jhiningfaw  together. 

And,  tempted  by  their  double  light, 

My  eyes  I  fixt  on  either : 

Till  both  at  once,fo  thrard  my  Jight, 

I  loud,  and  knew  not  whether. 


Such  equallfweet  Venus  gaue, 

That  I  prefer  d  not  either. 

And  when  for  loue,  I  thought  to  craue, 

I  knew  not  well  of  whether. 

For,  one  while,  This,  /  wi/ht  to  haue, 

And  then,  I  That,  had  leifer. 


856 


OF  P  HI  UARE  T£. 

A  Louer  of  the  curioitft  Eye, 
Might  haue  been  pleafd  in  either. 
Andfo,  I  muft  confejfe,  might  I, 
Had  they  not  been  together. 
Now,  both  mujl  loue,  or  both  denie, 
In  one,  enioy  I  neither. 

But  yet  at  lajl  I  fcapt  thefmart, 
I  feard,  at  camming  hither. 
For,  feeing  my  diuided  heart, 
I  chufeng,  knew  not  whether. 
Loue  angry  grew,  and  did  depart ; 
And  now,  I  care  for  neither. 


SEe  ;  thefe  Trees  fo  ill  did  hide  vs, 
That  the  Shepheard  hath  efpide  vs  : 
And  (as  iealous  of  his  cunning) 
All  in  haft  away  is  rnnning. 
To  entreat  him  backe  againe, 
Would  be  labour  fpent  in  vaine. 
You  may  therefore,  now,  betake  ye 
To  the  Muficke  I  can  make  ye ; 
Who,  doe  purpofe  my  Inuention, 
Shall  purfue  my  firft  Intention. 

For; 
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For,  in  Her  (whofe  worth  I  tell) 
Many  excellences  dwell, 
Yet  vnmention'd  :  whofe  perfections 
Worthy  are  of  beft  affections. 

That,  which  is  fo  rare  to  find, 
Both  in  Man,  and  Womankind  : 
That ;  whofe  abfence  Loue  defaceth, 
And  both  Sexes  more  difgraceth, 
Then  the  fpight  of  furrowed  Age, 
Sickneffes,  or  Sorrowes  rage  : 
That's  the  I e well  fo  diuine, 
Which  doth  on  her  Forehead  fhine. 
And,  therewith  endowed  is  Shee, 
In  an  excellent  degree. 
CONSTANCY  (I  meane)  the  pureft 
Of  all  Beauties ;  and  the  fur  eft. 
For,  who  e're  doth  that  poffeffe, 
Hath  an  endleffe  Louelineffe. 

All  Afflictions,  Labours,  Croffes, 
All  our  Dangers,  Wounds,  and  loffes, 
Games  of  Pleafure,  we  can  make, 
For  that  matchleffe  Womans  fake  ; 
In  whofe  breft  that  Virtue  bideth  : 
And  we  ioy  what  e're  betideth. 

Moft  deiefted  Hearts  it  gladdeth  : 
Twenty  thoufand  glories  addeth 

Vnto 
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Vnto  Beauties  brighteft  Ray  : 

And  preferues  it  from  decay. 

Tis  the  Salt,  that's  made  to  feafon, 

Beautie,  for  the  vfe  of  Reafon. 

Tis  the  Vernifh,  and  the  Oyling, 

Keeps  her  Colours  frefh,  from  fpoiling. 

Tis  an  Excellence,  whereby 

Age,  though  ioyn'd  with  Pouertie, 

Hath  more  deare  Affection  wonne, 

Then  frefh  Youth,  and  Wealth  haue  done. 

Tis  a  Louelineffe,  endearing 

Beauties,  fcarce  worth  note,  appearing ; 

Whil'ft  a  fairer  fickle  Dame, 

Nothing  gaines,  but  fcorne  and  fhame. 

Further ;  tis  a  Beautie,  fuch 
As  I  can  nor  praife  too  much, 
Nor  frame  Meafures,  to  expreffe. 
No  ;  nor  any  man,  vnleffe 
He,  who  (more  then  all  men  croft) 
Finds  it  in  that  Woman  loft  ; 
On  whofe  Faith,  he  would  haue  pawnd 
Life,  and  all  he  could  commaund. 
Such  a  Man  may  by  that  Miffe 
Make  vs  know  how  deare  it  is  ; 
When,  o're-charg'd  with  Griefe,  he  (hall 
Sigh,  and  breake  his  heart  withall. 

This 
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This  is  that  Perfection,  which 
In  her  fauour  makes  me  rich. 
All  whofe  Beauties  (nam'd  before) 
Elfe,  would  but  torment  me  more  : 
And,  in  hauing  this,  I  find, 
(What  e're  haps)  a  quiet  mind  : 
Yea,  tis  that,  which  I  doe  prize, 
Farre  aboue  her  Lips,  her  Eyes  : 
Or,  that  generall  Beauty,  whence 
Shines  each  feuerall  Excellence. 

For,  alas  /  what  gaind  hath  he, 
Who  may  clip  the  faireft  Shee 
(That  the  name  of  Woman  beares) 
If,  vnhappily,  he  feares, 
Any  others  Worth,  may  win, 
What  he  thought  his  owne  had  bin  ? 
Him,  Bafe-minded  deeme  I  fhould, 
Who  (although  he  were  in  Hold, 
Wrapt  in  chaines)  would  not  difdaine, 
Loue  with  her  to  entertaine 
That  both  daughter  to  a  Peere, 
And  mofl  rich  and  louely  were ; 
When  a  braineleffe  Gull  fhall  dare, 
In  her,  fauours  with  him  fhare  : 
Or,  the  A6lion  of  a  Player, 
Robb  him  of  a  Hope  fo  faire. 


This 
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This,  I  dread  not :  For,  I  know, 
Strained  geftures,  painted  fhow, 
Shameleffe  boaftings,  borrowed  lefts, 
Female  Looks,  gay-plumed  Crefts, 
Vowes  nor  proteflations  vaine, 
(Wherwith  fooles  are  made  fo  vaine) 
Moue  her  can  ;  faue  to  contemne, 
Or  perhaps,  to  laugh  at  them. 

Neither  can  I  doubt,  or  feare, 
Time  fhall  either  change  or  weare 
This  her  Virtue :  Or,  impaire 
That  which  makes  her  Soule,  fo  faire. 
In  which  Truft,  great  Comforts  are, 

Which,  the  feare  of  loffe,  would  marr. 
Nor  hath  this  my  rare  Hope  flood, 

So  much,  in  her  being  good  ; 

(With  her  loue  to  bleffed  Things) 

As  in  her  acknowledgings, 

From  a  higher  Power  to  haue  them ; 

And  her  loue,  to  Him,  that  gaue  them. 

For,  although  to  haue  a  mind 

Naturally  to  Good  inclin'd, 

(And  to  loue  it)  would  affure 

Reafon,  that  it  might  endure. 

Yet  (fince  Man  was  firft  vniuft) 

Ther's  no  warrant  for  fuch  Truft. 

Virtues 
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Virtues,  that  moft  wonder  winn, 
Would  conuerted  be  to  Sin ; 
If  their  flourifhings  began, 
From  no  better  Root,  then  Man. 
Our  beft  Virtues,  when  they  are 
Of  themfelues,  we  may  compare, 
To  the  beautie  of  a  Flower, 
That  is  blafted  in  an  howre  : 
And,  which  growing  to  be  fuller, 
Turnes  into  fome  loathed  Colour. 
But,  thofe  being  freely  giuen, 
And  confirmed  in  vs  from  Heauen  ; 
Haue  a  promife  on  them  pad  : 
And  for  euermore  fhall  laft  ; 
Diamond-Vfcz,  their  luftre  clearing, 
More  and  more,  by  vfe  and  wearing. 

But,  if  this  rare  Worth  I  praife, 
Should  by  Fates  permiffion,  raife 
Paffions  in  fome  gentle  Breft, 
That  diftemper  may  his  reft ; 
(And  be  Author  of  fuch  Treafon, 
As  might  nigh  endanger  Reafon) 
Or,  inforce  his  tongue  to  craue, 
What  another  man  muft  haue. 
Marke,  in  fuch  a  Streight  as  this, 
How  difcreet  her  dealing  is. 


Shee, 
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Shee,  is  nothing  of  their  humours, 
Who,  their  honor  build  on  Rumours, 
And,  had  rather  priuat  fporting, 
Then  allow  of  open  courting  : 
Nor  of  theirs,  that  would  feeme  holy, 
By  diuulging  others  folly. 
Farther  is  fhe  from  their  guife, 
That  delight  to  Tyrannize, 
Or  make  boaflings,  in  efpying, 
Others  for  their  fauours  dying. 

Shee,  a  fpirit  doth  poffeffe 
So  repleat  with  Nobleneffe, 
That,  if  fhee  be  there  beloued, 
Where  fhe  ought  not  to  be  moued, 
Equally,  to  loue  againe  : 
Shee,  doth  fo  well  entertaine 
That  affe6tion  ;  as  ther's  none 
Can  fuppofe  it,  ill  beftowne. 

From  deluding,  fhe  is  free  : 
From  difdaine,  as  farre  is  fhee  : 
And  fo  feelingly  beares  part, 
Of  what  paines  anothers  heart ; 
That  no  curfe,  of  fcorned  dutie, 
Shall  draw  vengeance  on  her  Beautie. 
Rather,  with  fo  tender  feare, 
Of  her  Honour,  and  their  care, 

L  Shee 
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Shee  is  toucht ;  that  neither  fhall, 
Wrong  vnto  her  felfe,  befall  ; 
fBy  the  fauour  fhe  doth  fhow) 
Nor  will  fhee  neglect  them  fo  ; 
As  mayjuft  occafion  giue, 
Any  way  to  make  them  grieue. 

Hope,  fhe  will  not  let  them  fee, 
Lead  they  fhould  prefuming  be  ; 
And  afpire  to  that,  which  none, 
Euer  muft  enioy  but  One. 
From  Difpaire,  fhee  keepes  them  to ; 
Fearing,  they  might  hap  to  doe, 
Either  through  Loues  indifcretions, 
(Or  much  ouer  ftirred  paffions^) 
What,  might  with  their  hurt  &  fhame, 
Into  queftion  call  her  name. 
And  a  fcandall  on  her  bring, 
Who  is  iufl  in  euery  thing. 
Shee  hath  mark't  how  others  runne  ; 
And  by  them  hath  learn' d  to  fliunne, 
Both  their  fault,  who  (ouerwife) 
Erre,  by  being  too  precife  : 
And  their  folly  that  o're  kind, 
Are  to  all  complaints  inclind. 
For,  her  wit  hath  found  the  way, 
*How  a  while  to  hold  them  play ; 
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And,  that  inconuenience  fhunne, 
Whereinto,  both  feeme  to  runne ; 
By  allowing  them  a  fcope, 
I  uft  betwixt  Difpaire,  and  Hope. 
Where  confin'd,  and  reaching  neither, 
They  doe  take  a  part  in  either  : 
Till,  long  Huing  in  fufpence, 
fTyr'd  by  her  indifference) 
Time,  at  laft,  their  Pafflon  weares  ; 
Paffions  wearing,  Reafon  cleares  ; 
Reafon  giues  their  Judgement  light ; 
Judgement  bringeth  all  to  right. 
So,  their  Hope  appearing  vaine, 
They  become  themfelues  againe. 
And,  with  high  applaufes,  fit, 
For  fuch  Virtue,  with  fuch  Wit ; 
They,  that  feruice,  onely  profer, 
Shee  may  take,  and  they  may  offer. 
Yet,  this  courfe  fhe  neuer  proues ; 
Saue  with  thofe,  whofe  virtuous  Loues, 
Vfe  the  nobleft  meanes  of  gaining, 
Fauours,  worthy  the  obtaining. 
And,  if  fuch  fhould  chance  to  erre, 
(Either  'gainft  themfelues,  or  her,) 
In  fome  ouer-fights,  when  they, 
Are  through  Pafflon  led  aftray. 

L2  She 
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Shee,  fo  well  mans  frailtie  knowes, 
With  the  Darts  that  Beautie  throwes  ; 
As  fhe  will  not  adding  terror, 
Breake  the  heart  for  one  poore  error. 
Rather  (if  ftill  good  they  be) 
Twentie  remedies  hath  fhe, 
Gently  to  apply,  where  Senfe 
Hath  inuaded  Reafons  Fence  ; 
And,  without  or  wound,  or  fcarre, 
Turnes  to  Peace,  a  lawleffe  Warre. 

But,  to  thofe  whofe  bafer  fires, 
Breath  out  fmoke  of  fuch  defires, 
As  may  dimm  with  vnpure  ileames, 
Any  part  of  Beauties  beames. 
Shee,  will  daigne  no  milder  way, 
Thofe  foule  burnings  to  allay ; 
Saue,  with  fuch  extreme  neglect, 
As  fhall  worke  her  wifht  effect. 

And,  to  vfe  fo  fharpe  a  cure, 
Shees  not  oft  conftrained,  fure. 
Caufe,  vpon  her  forhead,  ftill 
Goodneffe  fits,  fo  fear'd  of  III: 
That  the  fcorne,  and  high  difdaines, 
Wherewithall  fhe  entertaines, 
Thofe  loth'd  glaunces  ;  giueth  ending, 
To  fuch  flamings  in  the  tynding  : 

That 


866 


OF   P  H I  LAKE  TE. 

That  their  cooled  Hopes,  needs  mufl 
Freeze  Defires,  in  heat  of  Luft. 

Tis  a  power  that  neuer  lies, 
In  the  fair' ft  immodeft  eyes. 
Wantons ;  tis  not  your  fweet  eyings, 
Forced  Paffions,  fained  Dyings, 
Geftures  temptings,  Teares  beguilings, 
Dancings,  Singings,  Kiffmgs,  Smilings ; 
Nor  thofe  painted  fweets,  with  which, 
You  vnwary  men  bewitch  : 
(All  vnited,  nor  afunder) 
That  can  compaffe  fuch  a  wonder. 
Or,  to  winn  you  lone  preuailes, 
Where  her  mouing  Virtues,  failes. 

Beauties,  tis  not  all  thofe  Features, 
Placed  in  the  faireil  Creatures  ; 
Though  their  beft  they  fhould  difcouer, 
That  can  tempt  from  Her,  a  Louer. 
Tis  not,  thofe  foft-fnowie  Brefts, 
Where  Loue  rockt  in  pleafure,  refts  ; 
(And  by  their  continuall  motions, 
Draweth  hearts  to  vaine  deuotions) 
Nor  the  Neftar  that  we  fip 
From  a  hony-dropping  Lip  : 
Nor  thofe  Eyes,  whence  Beauties  Launces, 
Wound  the  heart,  with  wanton  glances  : 

L  3  Nor 
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Nor,  thofe  fought  Delights,  that  lye 
In  Loues  hidden  Treafurie  : 
That,  can  liking  gaine,  where  fhe, 
Will  the  beft  beloued  be. 

For,  fhould  thofe  who  thinke  they  may, 
Draw  my  loue  from  her  away ; 
Bring  forth  all  their  female  Graces, 
Wrapt  me,  in  their  clofe  embraces  ; 
Praclife  all  the  Art  they  may ; 
Weepe,  or  fing,  or  kiffe,  or  pray, 
And  with  fighs  and  lookes  come  woe  me, 
When  they  fooneft  may  vndoe  me  : 
One  poore  thought  of  Her,  would  arme  me 
So,  as  Circe  could  not  harme  me. 
Since  befide  thofe  Excellences, 
Wherewith,  others  pleafe  the  Senfes ; 
She,  whom  I  haue  prifed  fo, 
Yeilds  delights,  for  Reafon  to. 
Who  could  Dote  on  thing  fo  common, 
As  mere  outward-handfome  Woman  ? 
Thofe  halfe-beauties,  only  winne 
Fooles,  to  let  affection  in. 
Vulger  wits,  from  Reafon  fhaken, 
Are  with  fuch  impoftures  taken  : 
And,  with  all  their  Art  in  Loue, 
Wantons,  can  but  Wantons  moue. 

But 
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But,  when  vnto  thofe,  are  loind, 
Thofe  things  which  adorne  the  Mind : 
None,  their  excellences  fee, 
But  they  ftraight  enthralled  be. 
Fooles,  and  wifemen,  worft  and  beft, 
Subiect  are  to  Loues  ArrefL 
For,  when  Virtue  wooes  a  Louer, 
Shee's  an  vnrefifled  moouer  : 
That  will  haue  no  kind  of  Nay, 
And  in  Loue  brookes  no  delay. 

She,  can  make  the  Senfuall  Wights, 
To  reftraine  their  Appetites. 
And,  (her  beautie  when  they  fee) 
Spight  of  Vice,  in  Loue  to  be : 
Yea  (although  themfelues  be  bad) 
Praife  the  good  they  neuer  had. 
She,  hath  to  her  feruice  brought, 
Thofe,  that  Her,  haue  fet  at  nought ; 
And  can  fayre  enough  appeare, 
To  enflame  the  moft  feueare. 

She,  hath  oft  allured  out, 
The  religioufly  deuout. 
From  their  Cloyfters,  &  their  Vowes ; 
To  embrace  what  She  allowes  : 
And,  to  fuch  contentments  come, 
As  blind  zeale  had  bard  them  from. 

L  4  While 
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While  (her  lawes  mif-vnderftood) 
They  did  ill  for  loue  of  Good. 

Where  I  finde  true  worth  to  be, 
Sweeteft  are  their  lipps  to  me  : 
And  embraces  tempt  me  to, 
More  then  outward  Beauties  doe. 
That  my  firme  beleefe  is  this  : 
If  euer  I  doe  amiffe  ; 
Seeming-Good,  the  bayt  will  lay, 
That  to  ill  lhall  me  betray  : 
Since,  where  fhewes  of  Goodneffe  are, 
I  am  oft  emboldned  there, 
Freedomes  fo  permit,  and  vfe  ; 
Which,  I  elfe-where  doe  refufe  : 
For  becaufe  I  thinke  they  meane, 
To  allow  no  deed  vncleane. 

Yet,  where  two,  loue  Virtue  fhall, 
Both  at  once,  they  feldome  fall. 
For,  when  one  hath  thoughts  of  ill, 
Tother  helpes  exile  them  ftill. 

My  faire  Virtues  powre  is  this. 
And,  that  powre  the  Beauty  is, 
Which  doth  make  Her,  here  expreft, 
Equally  both  Faire,  and  Bleft. 

This,  was  that  contenting  Grace, 
Which  affection  made  me  place, 
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With  fo  deare  refpecl,  that  neuer 
Can  it  faile ;  but,  lafl  for  euer. 

This  ;  a  Seruant  made  me  fworne, 
Who  before  time,  held  in  fcorne ; 
To  yeeld  Vaffilage,  or  Duty, 
Though,  vnto  the  Queene  of  Beauty. 
Yet,  that  I  her  Seruant  am, 
It  fhall  more  be  to  my  fame  ; 
Then  to  owne  thefe  Woods  and  Downes  : 
Or  be  Lord  of  fiftie  Townes. 
And  my  Miftreffe  to  be  deem'd, 
Shall  more  honor  be  efteem'd ; 
Then  thofe  Titles  to  acquire, 
Which  moil  women,  moil  defire. 
Yea,  when  you  a  woman  fhall, 
Counteffe,  or  a  Dutcheffe  call ; 
That  refpecl  it  fhall  not  moue, 
Neither  gaine  her  halfe  fuch  loue, 
As  to  fay,  Loe,  this  isjhe, 
That  fuppofed  is  to  be, 
Mi/lreffe  to  P  H  1 L'  A  R  E  T  E. 
And,  that  louelie  Nymph,  which  he, 
In  a  Paftorall  Poem  fam'd, 
And  FAIR  E- V  i  R  T  v  E,  there  hath  nam'd. 
Yea,  fome  Ladies  (tenne  to  one) 
If  not  many  (now  vnknowne) 
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Will  be  very  well  apaid, 
When  by  chance,  She  heares  it  faid 
Shee,  that  Faire-one  is  ;  whom  I, 
Here  haue  prais'd,  concealedly. 

And,  though  now  this  Ages  pride, 
May  fo  braue  a  Hope  deride. 
Yet,  when  all  their  Glories  paffe 
As  the  thiug  that  neuer  was ; 
(And  on  Monuments  appeare, 
That,  they  ere  had  breathing  here) 
Who  enuy  it :  Shee  fhall  thriue 
In  her  Fame.     And  honor' d  Hue, 
Whilft  Great-Brittaines  Shepheards,  fmg 
EngliJJi,  in  their  Sonnetting, 
And,  who  ere  in  future  dayes, 
Shall  beftow  the  vtmofl  praife, 
On  his  Loue ;  that  any  Man, 
Attribute  to  Creature  can. 
Twill  be  this ;  that  he  hath  dared, 
His,  and  Mine  to  haue  compared. 

Oh  /  what  ftarres  did  fhine  on  me, 
When  her  Eyes  I  firft  did  fee  ? 
And  how  good  was  their  afpec"l, 
When  we  firft  did  both  affecT;  ? 
For,  I  neuer  fince  to  changing 
Was  enclind,  or  thought  of  ranging. 
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Me,  fo  oft  my  Fancy  drew, 
Here  and  there,  that  I  nere  knew 
Where  to  place  Dejlre,  before, 
So,  that  range  it  might  no  more. 
But,  as  he  that  paffeth  by, 
Where  in  all  her  iollitie, 
Floras  riches  in  a  row, 
Doth  in  feemely  order  grow  : 
And  a  thoufand  Flowers  ftand, 
Bending  as  to  kiffe  his  hand ; 
Out  of  which  delightfull  ftore, 
One  he  may  take ;  and  no  more. 
Long  he  paufing,  doubteth  whether, 
Of  thofe  faire  ones  he  fhould  gather. 

Firft,  the  Primrofe  Courts  his  eyes  ; 
Then,  the  Cow/lip  he  efpies  ; 
Next,  the  Panfey  feemes  to  wooe  him ; 
Then,  Carnations  bow  vnto  him  : 
Which,  whil'ft  that  enamour' d  Swaine 
From  the  ftalke  intends  to  ftraine, 
(As  halfe  fearing  to  be  feene) 
Prettily  her  leaues  betweene 
Peepes  the  Violet :  pale,  to  fee, 
That  her  Virtues  fleighted  be. 
Which,  fo  much  his  liking  winnes, 
That,  to  ceaze  her,  he  beginnes. 

Yet 
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Yet,  before  he  ftoopt  fo  low, 
He,  his  wanton  eye  did  throw 
On  a  Stemm  that  grew  more  high, 
And  the  Rofe  did  there  efpie  : 
Who,  befide  her  pretious  fent 
(To  procure  his  eyes  content) 
Did  difplay  her  goodly  Brefl ; 
Where  he  found  at  full  expreft, 
All  the  Good,  that  Natitre  fhowers 
On  a  thoufand  other  Flowers. 
Wherewith  he,  affecled,  takes  it ; 
His  beloued  Flowre  he  makes  it. 
And,  without  defire  of  more, 
Walkes  through  all,  he  faw  before. 

So,  I  wandring,  but  erewhile, 
Through  the  Garden  of  this  lie, 
Saw  rich  Beauties  (I  confeffe) 
And  in  number,  numberleffe. 
Yea,  fo  differing  louely  to, 
That,  I  had  a  world  to  doe, 
Ere  I  could  fet  vp  my  reft, 
Where  to  chufe ;  and  chufe  the  beft. 

One  I  faw,  whofe  Haire  excelled, 
On  anothers  Brow  there  dwelled, 
Such  a  Maieftie  :  it  feemed, 
Shee,  was  beft  to  be  efteemed. 

This 
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This,  had  with  her  Speeches  won  me, 
That,  with  Silence,  had  vndone  me. 
On  her  Lips,  the  Graces  hung ; 
Tother,  charm'd  me  with  her  tongue. 
In  her  Eyes,  a  third  did  beare, 
That,  which  did  anew  infnare. 
Then  a  fourth  did  fairer  fhow ; 
Yet,  wherein  I  did  not  know. 
Onely  this  perceiued  I, 
Somewhat  pleas'd  my  Fantafee. 
Now,  the  Wealth  I  moft  efteemed ; 
Honoitr  then,  I  better  deemed. 
Next,  the  loue  of  Beautie  ceazd  me, 
And,  then  Virtue  better  pleas'd  me. 
lunds  loue,  I  nought  efteem'd, 
Whilft  a  Venus  fairer  feem'd. 
Nay,  both  could  not  Me  fuffice ; 
Whilft  a  Pallas  was  more  wife. 
Though  I  found  enough  in  One, 
To  content,  if  flill  alone. 

Amarillis,  I  did  wooe  ; 
And  I  courted  Phillis  to. 
Daphne,  for  her  loue  I  chofe  ; 
Claris  for  that  Damaske  Rofe, 
In  her  Cheeke,  I  held  as  deare ; 
Yea,  a  thoufand  likt,  welneere. 

And, 
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And,  in  loue  with  altogether, 
Feared  the  enioying  either ; 
Caufe,  to  be  of  one  poffeft, 
Bar'd  the  hope  of  all  the  reft. 

Thus  I  fondly  far'd,  till  Fate, 
Which  (I  muft  confeffe  in  that 
Did  a  greater  fauour  to  me, 
Then  the  world  can  malice  doe  me) 
Shew'd  to  me  that  matchleffe  Flowre, 
Subiect  for  this  Song  of  our. 
Whofe  perfection,  hauing  eied, 
Reafon  inftantly  efpied ; 
That,  De/ire  (which  rang'd  abroad) 
There,  would  find  a  Period. 
And  no  maruell,  if  it  might : 
For,  it  there  hath  all  delight ; 
And  in  her  hath  Nature  placed, 
What  each  feuerall  faire  one  graced. 

Nor  am  I,  alone  delighted, 
With  thofe  Graces  all  vnited ; 
Which  the  Senfes  eie,  doth  finde, 
Scattered,  throughout  Womankind. 
But,  my  Reafon  finds  perfections, 
To  enflame  my  Soules  affections. 
Yea,  fuch  virtues  fhe  poffeffeth, 
As  with  firmeft  pleafures  bleffeth  : 

And 
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And  keepes  found,  that  Beauties  Hate, 
Which  would  elfe  grow  ruinate. 

In  this  Flowre,  are  fweets  fuch  flore ; 
I  fhall  neuer,  wifh  for  more. 
Nor  be  tempted  out  to  ftray, 
For  the  faireft  Budds  in  May. 

Let  who  lift  (for  me)  aduance, 
The  admired  Flowres  of  France, 
Let  who  will ;  praife,  and  behold, 
The  referued  Marigold. 
Let  the  fweetbreath't  Violet,  now, 
Vnto  whom  me  pleafeth,  bow. 
And  the  faireft  Lillie,  fpread 
Where  me  will,  her  golden  head. 
I  haue  fuch  a  Flowre  to  weare, 
That  for  thofe  I  doe  not  care. 

Neuer  fhall  my  Fancie  range, 
Nor  once  thinke  againe  of  change  : 
Neuer  will  I  ;  (neuer  more) 
Greeue,  or  figh,  as  heretofore : 
Nor  within  the  Lodgings  lie, 
Of  D  if  pair e,  or  lealoujie. 

Let  the  young  and  happy  Swaines, 
Playing  on  the  Britan  Plaines  : 
Court  vnblamd,  their  Sheepherdeffes. 
And  with  their  gold-curled  Treffes  ; 

Toy 
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Toy  vncenfur'd  ;  vntill  I 
Crutch  at  their  profperitie. 

Let  all  Times ;  both  Prefent,  Paft, 
And  the  Age,  that  fhall  be  laft, 
Vaunt  the  Beauties  they  bring  forth. 
I  haue  found  in  One,  fuch  worth  : 
That  (content)  I  neither  care, 
What  the  beft  before  me  were  : 
Nor  defire  to  Hue,  and  fee, 
Who  fhall  Faire  hereafter  be. 
For,  I  know  the  hand  of  Nature, 
Will  not  make  a  fairer  Creature. 

Which,  becaufe  fucceeding  Dayes, 
Shall  confeffe  ;  and  adde  their  praife, 
In  approuing,  what  my  tongue, 
Ere  they  had  their  being,  fung. 
Once  againe,  come  lend  an  eare, 
And,  a  Rapture  you  fhall  heare, 
f  Though  I  taft  no  Thefpian  Spring) 
Will  amaze  you,  whilft  I  fing. 
I  doe  feele  new  Straines  infpiring, 
And  to  fuch  braue  heights  afpiring, 
That  my  Mufe  will  touch  a  Key, 
Higher,  then  you  heard  to  day. 

I  haue  Beauties  to  vnfold, 
That  deferue  a  Penn  of  Gold. 

Sweets, 
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Sweets,  that  neuer  dream' d  of  were. 
Things  vnknowne :  and  fuch,  as  Eare 
Neuer  heard  a  Meafure  found  ; 
Since  the  Suune  firft  ran  his  Round. 

When  Apelles  limb'd  to  life, 
Loathed  Vulcans  louely  wife. 
With  fuch  Beauties,  he  did  trim, 
Each  fweet  Feature,  and  each  Limbe  : 
And,  fo  curioufly  did  place, 
Euery  well-becomming  Grace. 
That  twas  faid,  e're  he  could  draw 
Such  a  Peece ;  he  naked  faw 
Many  women  in  their  Prime, 
And  the  faireft  of  that  Time. 
From  all  which,  he  parts  did  take, 
Which  aright  difpofed,  make 
Perfect  Beautie.     So,  when  you 
Know,  what  I  haue  yet  to  fhow  : 
It  will  feeme  to  paffe  fo  farre, 
Thofe  things  which  expreffed  are. 
That,  you  will  fuppofe  Tue  beene 
Priuiledg'd ;  where  I  haue  feene, 
All  the  Good,  that's  fpread  in  parts, 
Through  a  thoufand  womens  hearts. 
(With  their  fair'ft  conditions  lye, 
Bare,  without  Hypocrijie) 

M  And 
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And,  that  I,  haue  tooke  from  thence, 
Each  difperfed  Excellence. 
To  expreffe  Her,  who  hath  gained 
More,  then  euer  One  obtained. 

And  yet  foft,  (I  feare)  in  vaine, 
I  haue  boafted  fuch  a  Straine. 
Apprehenfeons  euer  are 
Greater,  then  expreffion  farre. 
And,  my  ftryuing  to  difclofe 
What  I  know ;  hath  made  me  lofe 
My  Inuentions  better  part : 
And,  my  Hopes  exceed  my  Art. 

Speake  I  can ;  yet  think  I  more, 
Words  compar'd  with  Thoughts,  are  poore. 
And  I  find,  had  I  begun, 
Such  a  Straine ;  it  would  be  done, 
When  we  number  all  the  fands, 
Wafht  ore  periur'd  Goodwins  lands. 
For,  of  things,  I  mould  indite  ; 
Which,  I  know,  are  infinite. 
I  doe  yeeld,  my  Thoughts  did  clime, 
Far  aboue  the  powre  of  Ryme  : 
And  no  wonder,  it  is  fo ; 
Since,  there  is  no  Art  can  mow ; 
Red  in  Rofes,  white  in  Snow ; 
Nor  expreffe  how  they  doe  grow. 


Yea, 
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Yea,  fmce  Bird,  Beaft,  Stone,  and  Tree, 
(That  inferior  Creatures  be) 
Beauties  haue,  which  we  confeffe, 
Lines  vnable  to  expreffe  : 
They  more  hardly  can  enroule, 
Thofe,  that  doe  adorne  a  Soule. 
But,  fuppofe  my  Meafures  could, 
Reach  the  height,  I  thought  they  would. 
Now,  relate,  I  would  not  tho ; 
What  did  fwell  within  me  fo. 
For,  if  I  fhould  all  difcrie, 
You  would  know  afmuch  as  I  : 
And  thofe  Clownes,  the  Mufes  hate, 
Would  of  things  aboue  them  prate. 
Or,  with  their  prophaning  eies, 
Come  to  view  thofe  Mifteries, 
Whereof,  (fmce  they  difefteem'd  them) 
Heauen,  hath  vnworthy  deemd  them. 

And  befide ;  It  feemes  to  me, 
That  your  eares  nigh  tired  be. 
I  perceiue ;  the  fire  that  charmeth, 
And  infpireth  me ;  fcarce  warmeth 
Your  chill  harts.     Nay  fure  ;  were  I 
Melted  into  Poejle, 
I  fhould  not  a  Meafure  hit, 
(Though  Apollo  promted  it) 

M  2  Which 
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Which  fhould  able  be  to  leaue, 
That  in  you,  which  I  conceaue. 

You  are  cold ;  and  here  I  may 
Waft  my  vitall  heat  away, 
E're  you  will  be  moou'd  fo  much, 
As  to  feele  one  perfecl  touch 
Of  thofe  Sweets,  which  yet  conceal'd 
Swell  my  breft,  to  be  reueal'd. 

Now,  my  Words,  I  therefore  ceafe  : 
That,  my  mounting  Thoughts,  in  peace, 
May  alone,  thofe  pleafures  (hare, 
Whereof,  Lines  vnworthy  are. 
And  fo,  you  an  end  doe  fee 
Of  my  Song ;  though  long  it  be. 


NO  fooner  had  the  Shepheard  Pkilaret, 
To  this  Defcription  his  laft  period  fet : 
But,  inftantly,  defcending  from  a  Wood, 
(Which,  on  a  rifmg  ground,  adioyning  flood) 
A  troupe  of  Satyrs  to  the  view  of  all, 
Came  dauncing  of  a  new-deuifed  Brail. 
The  Meafures  they  did  pafe,  by  Him,  were  taught  the ; 
Who,  to  fo  rare  a  gentleneffe  had  brought  them, 
That  he,  had  learnd  their  rudeneffe  an  obferuing, 
Of  fuch  refpe<5l  vnto  the  well-deferuing, 

As 
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As  they  became  to  no  men  elfe  a  terrour, 

But  fuch,  as  did  perfift  in  wilfull  errour : 

And  they,  the  Ladies  made  no  whit  affeard,  (fcard. 

Though  fmce  that  time  they  fome  great  men  haue 

Their  Dance,  the  Whipping  of  Abufe  they  nam'd; 
And,  though  the  ShcpkerdSvhCt  that,  hath  bin  blam'd, 
Yet,  now  tis  daily  feene  in  euery  towne  ; 
And  ther's  no  Countrey- Dance  thats  better  knowne : 
Nor,  that  hath  gain'd  a  greater  commendation, 
Mongft  thofe  that  loue  an  honeft  recreation. 

This  Scene  prefented  ;  from  a  Groue  was  heard, 
A  fet  of  Viols  ;  and,  there  was  prepar'd 
A  Countrey  Banquet,  which  this  Shepheard  made, 
To  entertaine  the  Ladies,  in  the  fhade. 
And  tis  fuppofd,  his  Song  prolonged  was 
Of  purpofe,  that  it  might  be  brought  to  paffe. 
So  well  it  was  performd,  that  each  one  deem'd, 
The  Banquet  might  the  Citie  haue  befeem'd. 
Yet,  better  was  their  Welcome,  then  their  Fare : 
Which  they  perceiued,  and  the  merrier  were. 

One  Beautie  tho,  there  fate  amongft  the  reft ; 
That  lookt  as  fad,  as  if  her  heart  opprefh 
With  Loue  had  bene.     Whom  Pkilaret  beholding, 
Sit  fo  demurely,  and  her  Armes  enfolding. 

Lady  (quoth  he)  am  I,  or  this  poore  cheere, 
The  caufe  that  you  fo  melancholy  are  ? 
For,  if  the  Obie<5t  of  your  thoughts  be  higher, 
It  fits  nor  me  to  know  them  ;  nor  enquire. 
But  if  from  me  it  commeth,  that  offends, 
I  feeke  the  Caufe,  that  I  may  make  amends. 

M  3  Kind 
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Kind  Swaine  (faid  fhe)  it  is  nor  fo,  nor  fo. 
No  fault  in  you,  nor  in  your  Cheere  I  know. 
Nor  doe  I  thinke  there  is  a  Thought  in  me ; 
That  can  too  worthy  of  your  knowledge  be. 
Nor  haue  I,  many  a  day,  more  pleafure  had, 
Then  here  I  find  ;  though  I  haue  feemed  fad. 

My  hart,  is  fometime  heauy,  when  I  fmile  ; 
And  when  I  greeue,  I  often  fing  the  while. 
Nor  is  it  fadneffe,  that  doth  me  poffeffe, 
But,  rather,  mufmg  with  much  ferioufneffe, 
Vpon  that  multitude  of  fighs  and  teares ; 
With  thofe  innumerable  doubts  and  feares  : 
Through  which,  you  paffed  ;  ere  you  could  acquire, 
A  fetled  Hope  of  gaining  your  Defire. 
For,  you  dar'd  loue  a  Nymph,  fo  great,  and  faire, 
As  might  haue  brought  a  Prince  vnto  Difpaire. 
And  fure,  the  excellencie  of  your  Paffions, 
Did  then  produce  as  excellent  exprefsions. 

If  therefore,  Me,  the  fute  may  well  become  ; 
And,  if  to  you  it  be  not  wearifome  : 
In  name  of  all  thefe  Ladies,  I  entreat, 
That,  one  of  thofe  fad  Straines  you  would  repeate, 
Which  you  compofd  ;  when  greateft  difcontent 
Vnfought-for  helpe,  to  your  Inuention  lent. 

Fayre  Nymph  (faid  Philaret}  I  will  doe  fo. 
For,  though  your  Shepheard,  doth  no  Courtfhip 
He  hath  Humanitie.     And,  what's  in  me       (know, 
To  doe  you  Seruice,  may  commanded  be. 

So,  taking  downe  a  Lute,  that  neere  him  hung, 
He  gaue't  his  Boy,  who  plaid  ;  whilft  this,  he  fung. 

Ah  me. 
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Ah  me  / 

Am  I  the  Swaine, 

That  late  from  for  row  free, 

Did  all  the  cares  on  earth  difdaine  ? 

And  ftill  vntoucht,  as  atfomefafer  Games, 

PlaidwiththeburningcoalsofLoue&Beautisflames? 

Waft  I,  could  diue,&foudeachpafjion  sfecret  depth  at  will] 

A  nd,fro  thofe  huge  ouerwhelmings,  rife,  byhelpofReafonftil? 

A  nd  am  I  now,  oh  heauens  !  for  trying  this  in  vaine. 

So  funke,  that  I Jhall  neuer  rife  againe  ? 

Then  let  Difpaire,fet  Sorrows ftring, 

For  Strains  that  doleful/I  be. 

And  y  willfing, 

Ah  me. 

But  why, 

OhfatallTimz! 

Doft  thou  conjlraine  that  I, 

Should  periJJi,  in  my  youths  fweet  prime? 

I ,  but  a  while  agoe  (you  cruell  Powers) 

Infpight  of  Fortune,  cropt  contentmetsfweeteft flowers. 

A  ndyet,  vnf corned,  feme  a  gentle  Nymph,  thefaireft  Shee, 

That  euer  was  belou'd  of  Man,  or  Eyes  did  euer  fee. 

Yea,  one,  who fe  tender  heart,  wouldrueformydiftrejfe ; 

Yet  I ,  poore   J\    muft  perifh   nay-tlulejfe. 

A  nd  (which  much  more  augmets  my  care) 

Vnmoaned  I  muft  dye : 

And,  no  man  er'e, 

Know  why, 

M4  Thy 
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Thy  leaue, 

My  dying  Song, 

Yet  take,  ere  grief  e  bereaue, 

The  breath  which  I  enioy  too  long. 

Tel  thou  that  Fair-one  this ;  my  foul  prefers, 

Her  loue  aboue  my  life,  and  that  J  died  hers : 

And  let  Him  be,foreuermore,  to  her  remembrance  dear ey 

Who  lou'd  the  very  thought  of  Her,  whilft  he  remained  here. 

And  now,  farewell  thou  Place,  of  my  vnhappy  birth ; 

Where  once  I  breathd  thefweetejl  aire  on  earth. 

Since  me,  my  wonted  ioyes  forfake  ; 

And  all  my  trujl  deceiue : 

Of  all,  I  take 

My  leaue. 

Farewell, 

Sweet  Groues  to  you : 

You  Hils,  that  highejl  dwell  \ 

And  all  you  humble  Vales,  adue. 

You  wanton  Brookes,  andfolitary  Rockes, 

My  deare  companions  all,  and  you,  my  tender  flo  ekes. 

FarevvellmyYv£Z,andallthofepleafing  Songs,  whofemouingftraines 

Delighted  once  thefairejl  Nymphes,  that  daunce  vpon  the  Plaincs. 

You  Difcontents  (whofe  deep,  &  ouer-deadly  fmart, 

Haue,  without  pitie,  broke  the  tmeft  heart) 

Sighs,  Teares,  and  euery  fad  annoy, 

That  erft  did  with  me  dwell, 

And  all  others  loy, 

Farewell. 

Adue, 
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Adue, 

Faire  Shepherdeffes  : 

Let  Garlands  of  fad  Yewe, 

A  dome  your  daintie  golden  Treffes. 

I,  that  loud  you  ;  and  often  with  my  Quill, 

Made  mujlck  that  delighted  Fountain,  Groue,  &  Hill: 

I,whomyoulouedfo\  and  with  a  fweet  and  chafl  embrace, 

( Yea,  with  a  thouf and  rarer  fauors)  would  vouch/of  to  grace. 

I,  now  muft  leaue  you  all  alone,  of  Loue  to  plaine : 

And  neuer  Pipe,  nor  neuer  Sing  againe. 

I  muft,  for  euermore,  bee  gone  \ 

And  therefore,  bid  I  you, 

And  euery  one, 

Adue. 

I  dye  / 

For  oh,  I  feele 

Deaths  horrors,  drawing  nie ; 

And  all  this  frame  of  Nature,  reele. 

My  hopeleffe  heart,  difpairing  of  relief e, 

Sinks,  underneath  theheauy  weight  of faddejl  grief  e. 

Which,  hathfo  ruthles  torn,fo  rackt,fo  torturd'  euery  vaine\ 

A II  comfort  comes  too  late,  to  haue  it  euer  cur'd  againe. 

Myfwimminghead,  begins  to  dance  Deaths  giddy  round. 

A  Jhuddering  chilnes  doth  each  fence  confound : 

Benum'd,  is  my  cold-fweating  broiv ; 

A  dimneffe  Jhuts  my  eye  \ 

And  now,  oh  now, 

I  die. 

So 
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SO  mouingly,  thefe  Lines  He  did  expreffe, 
And,  to  a  Tune  fo  full  of  heauineffe, 
As  if  indeed,  his  purpofe  had  bin  paft, 
To  Hue  no  longer  then  the  Song  did  laft. 
Which  in  the  Nymphs,  fuch  tender  pafsion  bred. 
That  fome  of  them,  did  teares  of  pitty  fhed. 

This,  fhe  perceiuing,  who  firft  craud  the  Song  ; 
Shepheard  fhe  faid  ;  although  it  be  no  wrong, 
Nor  griefe  to  you,  thofe  pafsions  to  recall, 
Which  heretofore  you  haue  beene  paind  withall, 
But  Comforts  rather ;  fmce  they  now,  are  ouer, 
And  you  (it  feemeth)  an  enioying  Loner. 
Yet,  fome  young  Nymphs  among  vs  I  doe  fee, 
Who  fo  much  mooued  with  your  pafsions  be : 
That  if,  my  aime,  I  taken  haue  aright, 
Their  thoughts  wil  hardly,  let  them  fleepe  to  night. 

I  dare  not  therefore,  beg  of  you  againe, 
To  fmg  another  of  the  felfefame  Straine : 
For  feare,  it  breed  within  them,  more  vnreft, 
Then  womens  weakeneffes,  can  well  difgeft. 
Yet,  in  your  Meajures,  fuch  content  you  haue ; 
That,  one  Song  more  I  will  prefume  to  craue. 
And,  if  your  Memorie  preferues  of  thofe, 
Which  you  of  your  Affe6lions  did  compofe, 
Before  you  faw  this  Miflreffe ;  Let  vs  heare, 
What  kind  of  pafsions,  then,  within  you  were. 

To  which  requeft,  he  inftantly  obaid  ; 
And,  this  enfuing  Song,  both  fung  and  plaid. 

Sonnet 
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Sonnet.  2 

"VT"  Ou gentle Nymphs,  that  on  thefe  meadow  splay 
-*•  And  oft  relate  the  louesof§\^}\et&$young: 
Come,  Jit  you  downe;  for,  if  you  p  leaf  e  toftay, 
Now  may  you  heare  an  vncouth  Paffion/ung: 

A  Lad  there  is,  and  /  am  that  poor  e  Groome ; 

That  fain  in  loue,  &  cannot  tell  with  whom. 

Oh  doe  not  f mile  atforrow  as  a  left ; 
With  others  cares  good  Natures  mooued  be : 
And,  I fJiould  weepe,  if  you  had  my  vnreft. 
Then,  at  my  grief  e,  how,  can  you  merry  be  f 

Ah,  where  is  tender  pi  tie  now  become  ? 

I  am  in  loue,  and  cannot  tell  with  whom. 

/,  that  haue  oft  the  rareft  features  viewd, 
And  Beau  tie  in  her  b  eft  perfection  feene : 
/,  that  haue  laught  at  them  that  Loue  purfude\ 
And  euer  free,  from  fuch  affeftions  beene. 

Lo  now  at  laft,fo  cruell  is  my  doome ; 

I  am  in  loue,  and  cannot  tell  with  whom. 

My  heart  is  full  nigh  burfting  with  deftre, 
Yet  cannot  find  from  whence  thefe  longings  flow: 

My 


889 


THE   MISTRESSE 

My  breft  doth  burne,  butjhe  that  lights  the  fire, 
I  neuerfaw,  nor  can  I  come  to  know. 

So  great  a  blijfe  my  fortune  keepes  my  from. 

That  though  I  dearly  loue ;  I  know  not  who. 

Ere  I  had  twice  four e  Springs,  renewed ' feene, 
The  force  of  Beau  tie  /  began  to  proue ; 
And,  ere  I  nine  year es  old,  had  fully  beene, 
It  taught  me  how  to  frame  a  Song  of  Loue. 
And,  little  thought  I,  this  day  Jhouldhaue  come, 
Before  that  I  to  loue,  had  found  out  whom. 

For,  on  my  Chinn,  the  mojfy  downeyoufee, 
And,  inmyvaines,  well-heated  blood  doth  glow : 
Of  Summers  I  hauefeene  twice  three  times  three, 
And,  fajl,  my  youthfull  time  away  doth  goe. 
That  much  I  fear  e,  I  agedjhall  become : 
Andjlill complaine\  I  loue  I  know  not  whom. 

Oh  I  why  had  I,  a  heart  bejlowd  on  me, 
To  cherijh  deare  affe£lions,fo  enclindf 
Since,  I  amfo  vnhappy  borne  to  be 
No  Obie£l,forfo  true  a  Loue  to  find. 

When  I  am  dead,  it  will  be  mift  offome  : 
Yet,  now  I  Hue ;  I  loue,  I  know  not  whom. 

I,  to 
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/,  to  a  thoufand  beautious  Nymphs  am  knowne ; 
A  hundred  Ladies  fauours  doe  I  weare : 
I,  with  as  many,  halfe  in  loue  am  groivne ; 
Yet  none  of  them  (I  find)  can  be  my  Deare. 

Me  thinks,  I  haue  a  Miftreffe,  yet  to  come  ; 

Whichmakesmejing;  I  loue  I  know  not  whom 

There  Hues  no  S  waine  doth ftrongerpajfion prow, 

For  her,  whom  moft  he  couets  to  pojfejje ; 
Then  doth  my  heart,  that  being  full  of  Loue, 
Knowes  not  to  whom,  it  may  the  fame  profejje. 
For,  he  that  is  defpifd,  hathforrow,fome: 
But  he  hath  more\  that  loues,  and  knowes  not 

(whom. 

Knew  I  my  Loue,  as  many  others  doe, 
To  fome  one  obiefl  might  my  thoughts  be  bent  : 
So,  they  diuided Jhould  not  wandring  goe, 
Vntill  the  Soules  vnited  force  be  f pent. 
As  his,  thatfeekes,  and  neuer  finds  a  Home  : 
Such  is  my  reft\  that  loue,  &  know  not  whom. 

Thofe,  whom  thefrownesofiealousfriendsdiuide, 
May  Hue  to  meet,  and  defcant  on  their  woe : 
And  he,  hath  gaind  a  Lady  for  his  Bride, 
That  durft  not  woe  her  Mayd,  a  while  agoe. 

But 
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But  oh  !  what  end  vnto  my  Hopes  can  come? 
That  am  in  loue,  and  cannot  tel  with  whom. 

Poore  Collin,  grieues  that  he  was  late  difdaind: 

And  Cloris,  doth  for  Willy's  abfence  pine. 

Sad  Thirfis,  weeps,  for  his  Jlcke  Phxkeflamd. 

But,  all  their  for  r owes  cannot  equall  mine. 
A  greater  care  alas,  on  me  is  come  : 
I  am  in  loue,  and  cannot  tell  with  whom. 


Narciffus-/z&?,  did  I  affecJ  my  JJtade ; 

Somejhaddow  yet,  I  had,  to  dote  vpon. 

Or,  did  I  loue,  fome  Image  of  the  dead, 

Whofe  fiibftance  had  not  breathed  long  agone ; 
/  might  difpaire,  andfo  an  end  would  come\ 
But,  oh,  I  loue  !  and  cannot  tell  you  whom. 


Once  in  a  Dreame,  me  thought,  my  Loue  I  view  d\ 
But,  neuer  waking,  could  her  face  behold: 
And  doubtles,  that  Refemblance  was  butjhewd, 
That  more,  my  tyred  heart  torment  itjhould. 
For,  fence  that  time,  more grieu  d  I  am  become-, 
And  more  in  loue ;  I  cannot  tell  with  whom. 

When 
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When  on  my  bed  at  night,  to  reft  I  lye, 
My  watchfull  eyes,  with  teares  bedew  my  cheeke: 
And  then,  oh  would  it  once  were  day,  /  crie ; 
Yet  when  it  comes,  I  am  as  far  to  feeke. 

For,  who  can  tell,  though  all  the  earth  herome; 

Or  when,  or  where,  to  find  hee  knowes  not 

fwhom  ? 

Oh  !  ifjhe  be  among  the  beautious  traines, 
Of  all  you  Nymphs,  that  haunt  the  Jiluer  Rills  \ 
Or,  if  you  know  her,  Ladies  of  the  Plaines, 
Or  you,  that  haue  your  Bowers,  on  the  Hills. 
Tell  if  you  can,  who  will  my  loue  become : 
Or  I  fhal  die,  and  neuer  know  for  whom. 


THe  Ladies  fmiled  oft,  when  this  they  heard, 
Becaufe  the  Pafsion  ftrange  to  them  appeard. 
And  ftranger  was  it ;  fmce,  by  his  exprefsion, 
(As  well  as  by  his  owne  vnfain'd  confefsion) 
It  feemed  true.     But,  hauing  fung  it  out : 
And  feeing,  fcarcely  manners,  they  it  thought 
To  vrge  him  farther,     Thus  to  them  he  fpake. 
Faire  Ladies :  for  as  much  as  doubt  you  make 
To  re-command  me  :  Of  mine  owne  accord, 
Another  Straine,  I  freely  will  afford. 

It 
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It  fhall  not  be  of  Loue ;  nor  any  Song, 
Which  to  the  praife  of  Beautie  doth  belong. 
But,  that  hereafter,  when  you  hence  are  gone, 
Your  Shepheard  may  be  fometime  thought  vpon. 
To  fhew  you  alfo,  what  content  the  Field, 
And  louely  Groue,  to  honeft  Minds  may  yeeld. 
That  you  my  humble  Fate,  may  not  defpife  ; 
When  you  returne  vnto  your  braueries. 
And  not  fuppofe,  that  in  thefe  homely  Bowers, 
I  hugg  my  Fortune,  caufe  I  know  not  yours. 
Such  Lines  He  fmg,  as  were  compofd,  by  me, 
When  fome  proud  Courtiers,  where  I  hap't  to  be, 
Did  (like  themfelues)  of  their  owne  glories  prate  : 
As  in  contempt,  of  my  more  happy  ftate. 
And  thefe  they  be.  


Sonnet 

T    Ordly  Gallants,  tell  mee  this, 
*-^  (Though  my  fafe  content  you  weigh  not) 
In  your  Greatneffe  what  one  bliffe, 
Haue  you  gaind,  tliat  I  enioy  not  f 

You  haue  Honors,  you  haue  Wealth, 

I  haue  Peace,  and  I  haue  Health  : 

All  the  day,  I  merry  make, 

And,  at  night,  no  care  I  take. 

Bound 


394 


OF  PHIL'ARETE. 

Bound  to  none,  my  Fortunes  be ; 

This,  or  tJwt  mans  fall,  I  f care  not : 

Him  I  loue,  that  loueth  me ; 

For  the  reft,  apinne  I  care  not. 
You  are  fad,  when  others  chafe, 
And  grow  merry  as  they  laugh  ; 
/,  that  hate  it,  and  am  free, 
Laugh  and  weepe,  as  pleafeth  me. 

Yoii  may  boaft  of  fauours  Jhowne, 
Where  yottr  feruice  is  applied: 
But,  my  pleafures  are  mine  owne, 
And  to  no  mans  humours  tyed. 

You  oftftatter,  foothe,  andfaine  ; 

I,  fuck  bafenejffe  doe  difdaine  : 

And  to  none,  beftaue  I  would, 

Though  my  fetters  might  be  gold. 

By  great  Titles,  fome  beleeue, 
Higheft  honours  are  attained ; 
And  yet  Kings  haue  power  to  giue, 
To  their  Fools,  what  thefe  haue  gained. 

Where  they  fauour,  there  they  may, 

All  their  Names  of  Honour  lay  : 

But,  I  looke  not,  raisd  to  be, 

Till  mine  owne  wing,  carrie  me. 

N  Seeke 
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Seeke  to  raife  your  Titles  higher, 
They  are  Toyes  not  worth  my  for  row : 
Thofe  that  we  to  day  admire, 
Prooue  the  Ages  fcorne  to  morrow. 

Take  your  Honors ;  let  me  find, 

Virtue,  in  a  free-borne  Mind: 

This,  the  greatejl  Kings  that  be, 

Cannot  giue,  nor  take  from  me. 

Though  I  vainly  doe  not  vaunt, 
Large  demefnes,  to  feed  my  pleafure : 
I  hauefauours  where  you  want, 
That  would  buy  refpet~l  with  treafure. 

You  haue  lands  lie  here,  and  there ; 

But  my  wealth  is  euery  where : 

And,  this,  addeth  to  myflore: 

Fortune,  cannot  make  me  poore. 

Say,  you  pur  chafe  with  your  pelf e, 
Some  refpetl,  where  you  importune. 
Thofe  may  loue  me  for  my f elf  e, 
That  regard  you  for  your  Fortune. 

Rich,  or  borne  of  high  degree, 

Fooles,  as  well  as  you  may  bee : 
But,  that  Peace,  in  which  I  Hue, 

No  Difcent,  nor  Wealth  can  giue. 

if 
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If  you  boajl,  that  you  may  gaine, 
The  refpett  of  high-borne  Beauties : 
Know,  I  neuer  wooed  in  vaine, 
Nor  preferred  f corned  Duties. 

Shee  I  loue,  hath  all  delight ; 

Rojie-red,  with  Lillie-white : 

And,  who  ere  your  Miftreffe  be, 

FleJJi  and  Blood  as  good  as  Shee. 

Note,  of  Me,  was  neuer  tooke, 
For  my  Woman-like  perfections : 
But,fo  like  a  man,  I  looke, 
It  Jiath  gaind  me  bejl  Affections. 

For  my  loue,  as  manyjhowers 

Haue  been  wept,  as  haue  for  yours. 

And,  yet  none  doth  me  condemne 

For  Abufe,  or  /corning  them. 

Though  of  Dainties,  you  hauejlore, 
To  delight  a  choyfer  Pallat : 
Yet  your  tajle  is  pleas  d  no  more, 
Then  is  mine  in  one  poor e  Sallat. 

You  to  pleafe  your  Senfes,  feed ; 

But,  I  eat,  good  Blood  to  breed. 

And  am  mojl  delighted  than, 

When  I  fpend  it  like  a  man. 

N  2  Though 
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Though  you  Lord  it  ouer  me, 
You  in  vaine  thereof  haue  braued: 
For,  thofe  Lufts  my  Seruants  be, 
W hereunto  your  minds  arejlaued. 

To  your  felues  you  wife  appeare  : 

But  alas,  deceiud  you  are. 

You  doe  foolijh  me  ejleeme, 

And  are  that,  which  I  doefeeme. 

When  your  faults  I  open  lay, 
You  are  mooud,  and  madd  with  vexing ; 
But,  you  nere  could  doe  or  fay, 
Ought  to  driue  me  to  perplexing. 

Therefore,  my  defpifed  power 

Greater  is,  by  farre,  then  your. 

And,  what  ere  you  thinke  of  me, 

In  your  mindes,  you  poorer  be. 

You  are  p leafed,  more  or  leffe, 

As  men  well  or  ill  report  you  ; 

And,Jhew  difcontentednejfe, 

When  the  Times  forbear e  to  court  you. 

That,  in  which  my  pleafures  be, 

No  man  can  diuide  from  me. 
And,  my  Care,  it  addes  not  to 
What-fo,  others  fay,  or  doe. 

Be 
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Be  not  proud)  becaufe  you  view, 
You  by  thoufands  are  attended: 
For  alas,  it  is  not  You, 
But  your  Fortune,  thas  be-friended. 

Where  I Jhow  of  loue  haue  got, 

Such  a  danger  feare  I  not. 

Since,  they  nought  canfeeke  of  me ; 

But,  for  loue,  beloud  to  be. 

When  your  Hearts  haue  euery  thing, 
You,  are  p leaf antly  difpofed: 
But,  I  can  both  laugh  andjing, 
Though  my  Foes  haue  me  enclofed. 
Yea,  when  dangers  me  doe  hemm, 
I  delight  in  f corning  them, 
More  then  you,  in  your  renowne ; 
Or  a  King  can  in  his  Crowne. 

You  doe  brauely  domineere, 
Whilft  the  Sunne  vpon  youJJiineth. 
Yet,  if  any  Jlorme  appear e, 
Bafely  then,  your  mind  declineth. 

But,  orfhine,  or  raine,  or  Blow, 

I,  my  Refolutions  know. 

Liuing,  Dying,  Thrall,  or  Free, 

At  one  height  my  Mindy^tf//  be. 
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When  in  thraldome,  I  haue  laine, 

Me,  not  worth  your  thought  you  prized. 

But,  your  malice  was  in  vaine, 

For,  your  fauours,  I  defpifed. 
And,  how  ere  you  value  me, 
I,  with  praife,Jhall  thought  on  be  ; 
When  the  world  ejleemes  you  not, 
And  your  Names  y^^//  be  forgot. 


In  thefe  thoughts  my  riches  are, 

Now,  though  poor e  or  meane  you  deeme  me; 

I  am  pleafd,  and  doe  not  care, 

How  the  Times,  or  you  ejleeme  me. 

For,  thofe  Toyes  that  make  you  gay, 

Are  but  Play-games  for  a  day. 

And,  when  Nature  craues  her  due ; 

/,  as  brauejhall  be,  as  you. 


HEre  Philarel  did  giue  his  Song  an  ending, 
To  which  the  Nymphs,  fo  ferioufly  attending, 
About  him  fate  ;  as  if  they  had  fuppofed, 
He  ftill  had  fomewhat  more,  to  be  difclofed. 
And,  well  they  knew  not ;  whether  did  belong, 
Moft  praife  vnto  the  ShepJieard,  or  his  Song. 

For, 
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For,  though  (they  muft  confeffe)  they  often  heare, 
Thofe  Layes,  which  much  more  deeply  learned  are : 
Yet,  when  they  well  confiderd  of  the  Place, 
With  how  vnlikely  (in  their  thought)  it  was, 
To  giue  them  hope  of  hearing  fuch  a  Straine ; 
Or,  that  fo  young,  and  fo  obfcure  a  Swaine, 
Should,  fuch  a  matchleffe  Beauties  fauour  get, 
And  know  her  worth  fo  well,  to  fmg  of  it. 
They  wondred  at  it.     And  fome  thus  furmizd, 
That  Hee  a  greater  man  was,  fo  difguifd  : 
Or  elfe,  that  S/tee,  whom  he  fo  much  had  praifd 
Some  Goddeffe  was  :  that  thofe  his  Meafures  raifd, 
Of  purpofe,  to  that  rare-attained  height, 
In  Enui's  and  prefuming  Art's  defpight. 

But,  whilft  they  mufing,  with  thefelues,  bethought 
Which  way,  out  of  this  Shepheard  to  haue  wrought, 
What  Nymph  this  Fair-one  was ;  and  where  fhe  liu'd. 
Loe,  at  that  very  inftant  there  arriu'd 
Three  men,  that  by  their  Habits  Courtiers  feemd  : 
For  (though  obfcure)  by  fome  he  is  efteemd 
Among  the  greateft  :  who  do  not  contemne 
In  his  retyred  walkes,  to  vifit  him. 
And  there  they  tafb  thofe  pleafures  of  the  mind, 
Which  they,  can  nor  in  Court,  nor  Citie  find,    (him, 
Some  news  or  meffage,  thefe  new  gueffcs  had  broght 
And,  to  make  haft  away  (it  feemes)  befought  him. 
For,  inftantly  he  rofe  :  And  that  his  nurture, 
Might  not  be  taxed  by  a  rude  departure, 
Himfelfe  excufmg,  he  thofe  Nymphs  did  pray : 
His  noble  Friends  might  bring  them  on  their  way : 

N4  Who 
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Who,  as  it  feemes  (he  faid)  were  therefore  come ; 
That  they  might  wait  vpon  them  to  their  home. 
So,  with  their  fauour,  he  departed  thence  : 
And  (as  they  thought)  to  meet  her  Excellence, 
Of  whom  he  fung.     Yet  many  deeme  that  this, 
But  an  Idea  of  a  M  I  S  T  R  E  S  S  E  is. 
Becaufe  to  none,  he  yet  had  daind  the  telling, 
Her  proper  Name\  nor  fhown  her  place  of  Dwelling. 

When  he  was  gone  :  a  Lady  from  among 
Thofe  Nymphs •;  tooke  vp  his  Lute,  &  fung  this  Song. 


The  Nymphs  Song. 

GEntle  Swaine,  good/peed  befall  thee ; 
And  in  Loue Jlill profper  thou : 
Fu  ure  Times  JJiall  happy  call  thee. 
Though,  thou  lie  neglefted,  now. 
Virtues  Louers,Jhall  commend  thee ; 
And perpetuall  Fame,  attend  thee. 

Happy  are  thefe  woody  Mountaines, 
In  whofe  Jhaddowes  thou  doeft  hide : 

And 
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And  as  happy,  are  thofe  Fountaines, 
By  whofe  murmures  thou  doeft  bide. 

For,  Contents  are  here  excelling ; 

More,  then  in  a  Princes  dwelling. 


Thefe  thy  Flocks  doe  clothing  bring  thee, 
And  thy  food,  out  of  the  Fields : 
Pretty  Songs,  the  Birds  doejing  thee ; 
Sweet  perfumes  the  Meddowe  yeelds : 

And,  what  more  is  worth  the  feeing? 

Heauen  and  Earth  thy  profpeEl  being 


None  comes  hither,  who  denies  thee, 

Thy  Contentments  (for  defpighf) 

Neither  any  that  enuies  thee, 

That,  wherein  thou  doft  delight. 
But,  all  happy  things  are  meant  thee : 
And  what  euer  may  content  thee. 

Thy  AffecHon  Reafon  meafures ; 
And  diftempers  none  it  feeds  : 
Still,  fo  harmeleffe  are  thy  p leaf ures, 
That  no  others  grief e  it  breeds. 

And 
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And,  if  night,  beget  theeforrow  ; 
Seldome  Jlayes  it,  till  the  morrow. 

Why  doe  foolifh  menfo  vainely, 
Seeke  contentment  in  their  Jlore  ? 
Since  they  may  per ceiuefo  plainly, 
Thou  art  rich,  in  being  poor e  ? 

And  that  they  are  vext  about  it ; 

Whilft  thou  merry  art  without  it. 

Why  are  idle  braines  deuijing, 

How  high  Titles  may  be  gaind? 

Since,  by  thofe  poore  toyes  def pi/ing, 

Thou  hajl  higher  things  obtaind  f 
For  the  man  who  f  comes  to  craue  them, 
Greater  is,  then  they  that  haue  them. 

If  all  men  could  tajl  that  fweetnejfe, 
Thou  doft  in  thy  meaneffe  know ; 
Kings  would  be  to  feeke,  where  Greatnejfe, 
And  their  honours  to  bejlow. 

For,  it  fuch  content  would  breed  them  ; 

As  they  would  not  thinke  they  need  them. 

And,  if  thofe  who  fo  afpiring, 
To  the  Court-preferments  bee ; 

Knew 
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Knew  how  worthy  the  deftring', 
Thofe  things  are,  enioyed  by  thee. 
Wealth  and  Titles,  would  hereafter  : 
SubiecJs  be,  forfcorne  and  laughter. 

He  that  Courtly  Jliles  offered, 

Should  a  May- Lords  honour  haue. 

He  that  heaps  of  wealth  collected, 

Should  be  counted  as  aflaue. 

And  the  man  with  few  ft  things  cumbred, 
With  the  Nobleftftiould  be  numbred. 

Thou,  their  folly  haft  defcerned, 
That  neglect  thy  mind,  and  thee ; 
And  toftight  them,  thou  haft  learned, 
Of  what  Title  ere  they  be. 

That ;  no  more  with  thee,  obtaineth  ; 

Then  with  them,  thy  meannes  gaineth. 


A II  their  Riches,  Honozirs,  Pleafures ; 

Poore  vnworthy  trifles  feeme ; 

(If  compared  with  thy  Treafures) 

And,  doe  merit  no  efteeme. 

For,  they  true  contents  prouide  thee-, 
And  from  them  can  none  diuide  thee. 

Whether 
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Whether  thralled,  or  exiled  \ 

Whether  poor e  or  rich  thou  be : 

Whether  praifed,  or  reuiled', 

Not  a  rujh,  it  is  to  thee. 

This,  nor  that,  thy  reft  doth  win  thee : 
But,  the  mind,  which  is  within  thee. 

Then,  oh  why,fo  madly  dote  we, 
On  thofe  things,  that  vs  ore- lode  f 
Why,  no  more,  their  vainneJJTe  note  we ; 
Butftill  make  of  them  a  God  f 

For,  alas  !  they  ftill  deceiue  vs ; 

And,  in  greateft  need  they  leaue  vs. 

Therefore,  haue  the  Fates  prouided, 
Well  (thou  happy  S waine)  for  thee  : 
TJiat  mayft,  here,fofarre  diuided, 
From  the  worlds  diftraftions  be. 

Thee,  diftemper  let  them  neuer ; 

But,  in  peace  continue  euer. 

In  thefe  lonely  Groues,  enioy  thou, 
That  contentment  here  begim  : 
And,  thy  hour es,  fo p leaf d,  employ  thou, 
Till  the  lateft  glaffe  bee  run. 


From 
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From  a  Fortune  fo  affitred : 
By  no  templings  be  allured. 

Much  good  doot  them  with  their  glories, 
Who  in  Courts  of  Princes  dwell. 
We  haue  read  in  Antique  Jlories, 
How  fome  rofe,  and  how  they  fell. 

And  tis  worthy  well  the  heeding ; 

Thers  like  End,  whers  like  proceeding. 


Be  thou,Jlill,  in  thy  affection, 
To  thy  Noble  Miftreffe,  true: 
Let  her  (neuer-matcht)  perfection, 
Be  the  fame,  vnlo  thy  view. 
And,  let  neuer  other  Beautie, 
Make  theefaile,  in  Loite,  or  Dutie. 


For,  if  thoujhalt  not  ejlranged 

From  thy  Courfe  profejfed,  be. 

¥>ut  remaine  for  aye  vnchanged; 

Nothing  fhall  haue  power  on  thee. 

Thofe  thatfleight  thee  now,Jhall  loue  thee, 

And,  infpight  offpight,  approue  thee. 

So, 
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So  thofe  Vertues  now  neglefted, 
To  be  more  ejleemd,  will  come : 
Yea,  thofe  Toyes  fo  miich  affected, 
Many  Jhall  be  wooed  from. 

And,  the  golden  Age  (deplored) 
Shall,  by  fome,  be  thought  reftored. 


THus  fang  the  Nymph :  fo  rarely- well  infpired, 
That  all  the  hearers,  her  braue  Strains  admired. 
And,  as  I  heard,  by  fome  that  there  attended, 
When  this  her  Song  was  finifht,  all  was  ended. 


A 
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IF  any  Carpe,  for  that,  my  younger  Times, 
Brought  foorth  fuch  idle  fruit,  as  thefe  flight 
It  is  no  matter ;  fo  they  doe  not  fweare,       (Rymes, 
That  they,  fo  ill  imployed,  neuer  were. 
Whilft  their  Dejlres  (perhaps)  they  loofelier  fpent ; 
I  gaue  my  heats  of  Youth,  this  better  vent. 
And,  oft  by  writing  thus,  the  bloud  haue  tam'd  ; 
Which  fome,  with  reading  wanton  Layes  enflam'd. 

Nor  care  I,  though  their  Cenfure  fome  haue  part, 
Becaufe  my  Songs  exceed  the  Fidlers  Laft. 
For,  doe  they  thinke,  that  I  will  make  my  Meafures, 
The  longer,  or  the  fhorter,  for  their  pleafures  ? 
Or  mayme,  or  Curtolize  my  free  Inuention  ; 
Becaufe,  Fooles  weary  are,  of  their  attention. 
No  ;  let  them  know,  who  do  their  length  contemn, 
I  make  to  pleafe  my  felfe,  and  not  for  them. 
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Sonnets,  Epitaphs,  and  fuch  other 

Verfes,  as  were  found  written,  with  the 

Poeme,  aforegoing. 

Of  the  Inuention  of  the  nine 
Mufes. 

THe  A<5ls  of  Ages  paft,  doth  Clio  write. 
The  Tragcedie's,  Melpomenes  delight. 
Thalia,  is  with  Comedies  contented. 
Etiterpe,  firft,  the  Shepheards  Pipe  inuented. 
Terpjicore,  doth  Song,  and  Lute  applie. 
Dauncing  Erato  found  Geometry. 
Calliope,  on  louing  Verfes  dwels. 
The  fecrets  of  the  Starres,  Vrania  tells. 
Polymnia,  with  choyce  words,  the  fpeech  doth  trim. 
And  great  Apollo  fhares  with  all  of  them. 
Thofe  thrice  three  Feminities >  we  Mufes  call ; 
But  that  one  Mafculine  is  worth  them  all. 

a  of 


Of  the  Labours  of 
Hercules. 

FIrft,  he  the  ftrong  Netnean  Lyon  flew  : 
The  many-headed  Hydra  next  ore-threw. 
The  Eremanthian  Bore  he  thirdly  foyles  : 
Then  of  his  golden  Homes  the  Stagge  he  fpoyles. 
The  foule  Stymphalian  Birds  he  fifthly  frayd  : 
Next,  he  the  Queene  of  Amazons  ore-fwayd. 
Then  clenfd  jEgeas  Stalls,  with  filth  fo  full : 
And  eighthly,  tamed  the  vntamed  Bull. 
He  flew  proud  Diomedes  with  his  Horfes. 
From  triple  Gerion  his  rich  Heard  he  forces. 
He  flew  the  Dragon  for  the  fruite  of  gold  : 
And  made  blacke  Cerberus  the  day  behold. 
Thefe  were  his  twelue  ftout  Labours.     And  they  fay, 
With  fifty  Virgins  in  one  night  he  lay. 
If  true  it  be  ;  tis  thought  he  labourd  more 
In  that  one  a6t,  then  in  the  twelue  before. 

Being  left  by  a  Gentleman  in  his 

Dining-roome,  where  was  nothing 

but  a  Map  of  England  to  entertaine 

him,  he  thus  turned  it  into 

Verfe. 


kAire  England  in  the  bofome  of  the  Seas, 
Amid  her  two  and  fiftie  Prouinces, 


Sits 
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Sits  like  a  glorious  Empreffe ;  whofe  rich  Throne, 
Great  Nymphes  of  honor  come  to  wayt  vpon. 

Firft,  in  the  height  of  brauery  appeares 
Kent,  Eaft  and  South,  and  Middle- Saxon  Shires  : 
Next,  Surry,  Bark/hire,  and  Southampton  get, 
With  Dorcet,  Wilton,  and  rich  Sommerfet. 
Then  Deuon,  with  the  CorniJJi  Promontory : 
Glojler  and  Worjler,  faire  Sabrinas  glory. 
Then  Salope,  Suffolke,  Northfolke  large  and  faire, 
Oxford  and  Cambridge,  that  thrice  learned  paire. 
Then  Lincolne,  Darby,  Yorkejhire,  Nottingham, 
Northampton,  Warwick,  Stafford,  Buckingham. 
Chejler  and  Lancajler  (with  H cards  well  fiord) 
Huntingdon,  Hartford,  Rutland,  Hereford. 
Then  Princely  Durham,  Bedford,  Leifter ;  and 
Northumber,  Cumber  and  cold  Wejlmerland. 

Braue  Englifh  fhires ;  with  whom  lou'd  equally 
Welch  Munmouth,  Radnor,  and  Mountgomery, 
Adde  all  the  glory  (to  her  Traine)  they  can  : 
So  doth  Glamorgan,  Brecknock,  Cardigan, 
Caernaruan,  Denbigh,  Merioneth-ft\\rz, 
With  Anglefey  (which  ore  the  fea  doth  reare 
Her  lofty  head     And  with  the  firft,  though  laft, 
Flint,  Pembrooke  and  Carmarthen  might  be  plact. 
For  all  of  thefe  (vnto  their  power)  maintaine 
Their  Miflriffe  England  with  a  royall  Traine. 
Yea,  for  Sitpporters  at  each  hand,  hath  fhe 
The  Wight  and  Man,  that  two  braue  Hands  be. 

From  thefe,  I  to  the  Scottijh  Nymphes  had  iorny'd, 
But  that  my  Friend  was  backe  againe  returned, 

O  2  Who 
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Who  hauing  kindly  brought  me  to  his  home, 
Alone  did  leaue  me  in  his  Dining  Rome  : 
Where  I  was  faine  (and  glad  I  had  the  hap) 
To  begg  an  entertainment  of  his  Map. 


An  Epitaph  vpon  the  Right 
Vertuous  Lady,  the  Lady 


SCOTT. 


LEt  none  fuppofe  this  Relique  of  the  luft, 
Was  here  wrapt  vp,  to  perifh  in  the  duft. 
No,  like  beft  Fruits,  her  time  me  fully  ftood  : 
Then  being  growne  in  Faith,  and  ripe  in  Good ; 
(With  ftedfaft  hope,  that  fhee  another  day,        (lay. 
Should  rife  with  Chrift)  with  Death  here  downe  me 
And,  that  each  part,  which  Her,  in  life  had  grac't, 
Preferu'd  might  be,  and  meet  againe  at  laft : 
The  Poore,  the  World,  the  Heauens,  and  the  Graue: 
Her  Almes,  her  Praife,  her  Soule,  her  Body  haue. 


An 
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An  Rpitapk  vpon  a   Woman , 

and  her  Child,  buried  together 

in  the  fame  Graue. 

IDEneath  this  Marble  Stone  doth  lye, 

^The  Subiecl  of  Deaths  Tyranny. 

A  Mother :  who  in  this  clofe  Tombe, 

Sleepes  with  the  iffue  of  her  wombe. 

Though  cruelly  enclinde  was  he ; 

And  with  the  fruit  fhooke  downe  the  Tree. 

Yet  was  his  cruelty  in  vaine. 

For,  Tree,  and  Fruit,  fhall  fpring  againe. 

A   Chriftmas  Carroll. 

O  ,  now  is  come  oiir  ioyfulft  Feaft  ; 
Let  euery  man  be  lolly. 
Each  Roome,  with  Yuie  lea^^es  is  drejl, 
And  euery  Poft,  with  Holly. 

Though  fome  Ckurles  at  our  mirth  repine, 
Round your  for  heads  Garlands  twine, 
Drowne  forroio  in  a  Cup  of  Wine. 
And  let  vs  all  be  merry. 

O  3  Noiv, 


Now,  all  our  Neighbours  Chimneys  f moke, 

And  Chriftmas  blocks  are  burning ; 

Their  Ouens,  they  with  bakt-meats  choke, 

And  all  their  Spits  are  turning. 

Without  the  doore,  let  for  row  lie : 
And,  if  for  cold,  it  hap  to  die, 
Weele  bury  t  in  a  Chriftmas  Pye. 

And  euermore  be  merry. 

Now,  euery  Lad  is  wondrous  trimm, 

And  no  man  minds  his  Labour. 

Our  Laffes  haue provided  them, 

A  Bag-pipe,  and  a  Tabor. 

Youngmen,  and  May  ds,  andGirles&Boyes, 
Giue  life,  to  one  anothers  loyes  : 
And,  you  anonjhall  by  their  noyfe, 

Perceiue  that  they  are  rnerry. 

Ranke  Mifers  now,  doe  fparing  fhun : 

Their  Hall  of  Mujicke  foundeth  : 

And,  Dogs,  thence  with  whole JJioulders  run, 

So,  all  things  there  aboundeth. 

The  Countrey-folke,  themfelues  adiiance ; 
For  Crowdy- Mutton's  co  me  out  of  France  : 
And  \w&Jhall pipe,  and  \y\\Jkall  daunce, 

And  all  the  Toivne  be  merry. 

Ned 
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Ned  Swafh  hath  fetcht  his  Bands  from pawne, 

And  all  his  beft  Apparell. 

Brisk  Nell  hath  bought  a  Ruffe  of  Lawne, 

With  droppings  of  the  Barrell. 

And  thofe  that  hardly  all  the  year e 
Had  Bread  to  eat,  or  Raggs  to  weare, 
Will  haue  both  Clothes,  and  daintie  fare  : 

And  all  the  day  be  merry. 

Now  poor  e  men  to  the  luftices, 

With  Capons  make  their  arrants, 

And  if  they  hap  to  faile  of  thefe, 

They  plagite  them  with  their  Warrants. 

But  now  they  feed  them  with  good  cheer  e, 
And  what  they  want,  they  take  in  Beere  : 
For,  Chriftmas  comes  but  once  a  yeare  : 

And  then  they  Jhall  be  merry. 

Good  Farmours,  in  the  Countrey,  nurfe 

The  poore,  that  elfe  were  vndone. 

Some  Land  lords,  fpend  their  money  worfe. 

On  L^tft,  and  Pride  at  London. 

There,  the  Royjlers  they  doe  play ; 
Drabb  and  Dice  their  Landt  away, 
Which  may  be  ours,  another  day : 

And  therefore  lets  be  merry. 

O  4  The 
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The  Clyent  now  his  fuit  forbear es, 

The  Prifoners  heart  is  eafed, 

The  Debtor  drinks  away  his  cares, 

And,  for  the  time  is p leafed. 

Though  others  Purfes  be  more  fat, 
Why  Jhould  we  pine  or  grieue  at  that  & 
Hang  forrow,  care  will  kill  a  Cat. 

And  therefore  lets  be  merry. 

Harke,  how  the  Wagges,  abrode  doe  call 

Each  other  foorth  to  rambling. 

Anon,  youle  fee  them  in  the  Hall, 

For  Nutts,  and  Apples  fcamb ling. 

Harke,  how  the  Roof eswith  laughters  found! 
Annon  they  I  thinke  the  houfe goes  round: 
For,  they  the  Sellars  depth  haue  found. 

And,  there  they  will  be  merry. 

The  Wenches  with  their  Waffell- Bowles, 

About  the  Streets  arejinging: 

The  Boyes  are  come  to  catch  the  Owles, 

The  Wild-mare,  in  is  bringing. 

Our  Kitchin-Boy  hath  broke  his  Boxe, 
And,  to  the  dealing  of  the  Oxe, 
Our  honejl  neighbours  come  by  flocks, 

And,  here,  they  will  be  merry. 

Now, 
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Now  Kings andQtt£.&\zs,poore  Sheep-cotes  haue^ 

And  mate  with  euery  body : 

The  honeft,  now,  may  play  the  knaue, 

And  wife  men  play  at  Noddy. 

Some  Youths  will  now  a  Mumming  goe ; 
Some  others  play  at  Rowland-hoe, 
A  nd,  twenty  other  Gameboyes  moe : 

Becaiife  they  will  be  merry. 

Then  wherefore  in  thefe  merry  daies, 

Should  we  I  pray,  be  diiller  ? 

No  ;  let  vsjingfome  Roundelayes, 

To  make  our  mirth  the  fuller. 

And,  whilejl  thus  infpird  wejing, 
Let  all  the  Streets  with  ecchoes  ring: 
Woods,  and  Hills,  and  euery  thing, 

Beare  witnejfe  we  are  merry. 


An  Rpitaph  vpon  the  Porter 
of  a    PRISON. 


H 


Ere  lye  the  bones  of  him,  that  was  of  late, 
A  Churlifh  Porter  of  a  Prifon  gate. 

Death 
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Death  many  an  euening  at  his  lodging  knockt, 
But  could  not  take  him,  for  the  dore  was  lockt : 
Yet  at  a  Tauerne  late  one  night  he  found  him, 
And  getting  him,  into  the  feller,  drownd  him. 
On  which,  the  world  (that  ftil  the  worft  is  thinking) 
Reports  abroad,  that  he  was  kild  with  drinking  : 
Yet  let  no  Prifoner,  whether  Thiefe  or  Debtor 
Reioyce,  as  if  his  fortune  were  the  better  ; 
Their  forrows  likely  to  be  nere  the  fhorter, 
The  Warden  Hues,  though  death  hath  took  the  Porter. 

A  Sonnet  vpon  a  Jlolne 
Kiffe. 

NOw  gentle  fleepe  hath  clofed  vp  thofe  eyes, 
Which  waking,  kept  my  boldeft  thoughts  in 
And  free  acceffe  vnto  that  fweet  lip,  lies,          (awe  : 
From  whence  I  long  the  rofie  breath  to  draw. 
Me  thinkes  no  wrong  it  were,  if  I  mould  fteale 
From  thofe  two  melting  Rubies,  one  poore  kiffe : 
None  fees  the  theft,  that  would  the  thiefe  reueale, 
Nor  rob  I  her  of  ought,  which  me  can  miffe  : 
Nay,  mould  I  twenty  kiffes  take  away, 
There  would  be  little  figne  I  had  done  fo  : 
Why  then  mould  I  this  robbery  delay  ? 
Oh  /  me  may  wake,  and  therewith  angry  grow. 
Well,  if  me  do,  He  back  reftore  that  one, 
And  twenty  hundred  thoufand  more  for  lone. 


An 
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An  Epitaph  vpon  Abram  Good- 
fellow,  a  common  Alehoufe- 
hunter. 

BEware,  thou  looke  not  who  here  vnder  lies, 
Vnleffe  thou  long  to  weepe  away  thine  eyes. 
This  man  (as  forrowfull  report  doth  tell  vs) 
Was,  when  he  liu'd,  the  Prince  of  all  Goodfellows. 
That  day  he  dide,  it  cannot  be  belieu'd, 
How  out  of  reafon,  all  the  Alewiues  grieu'd, 
And  what  abominable  lamentation 
They  made  at  Black-boy,  and  at  Salutation  ; 
They  hould  and  cride,  and  euer  more  among, 
This  was  the  burthen  of  their  wofull  Song : 
Well,  goe  thy  wayes,  thy  like  hath  neuer  been, 
Nor  Jhall  thy  match  againe  be  euer  feene : 
For  out  of  doubt  now  thou  art  dead  and  gone, 
Theres  many  a  Tap  houfe  will  be  quite  vndone, 
And  Death  by  taking  thee,  did  them  more  skath, 
Then  yet  the  Ale-houfe  proieEl  done  them  hath. 

Loe,  fuch  a  one  but  yefterday  was  he, 
But  now  he  much  is  alterd,  you  do  fee. 
Since  he  came  hither,  he  hath  left  his  ryot, 
Yea,  changed  both  his  company  and  dyet, 
And  now  fo  ciuill  lies  ;  that  to  your  thinking, 
He  neither  for  an  Ale-houfe  cares,  nor  drinking. 


An 
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An  Epitaph  vpon  a  Gentlewoman, 

who  had  fore-told  the  Time  of 

her  death. 

HEr,  who  beneath  this  ftone,  confuming  lyes, 
For  many  Virtues  we  might  memorize. 
But,  moft  of  all,  the  praife  deferueth  fhee, 
In  making  of  her  Words,  and  Deeds  agree. 
For,  fhee  fo  truely  kept  the  Word  fhee  fpake, 
As  that  with  Death,  fhe  promife  would  not  breake. 
I  fhall  (quoth  fhe)  be  dead,  before  the  midd 
Of  fuch  a  Month.     And,  as  fhe  faid,  fhe  did. 


An  Epitaph,  on  a  Child,  Sonne  to 
Sir  W.  H.  Knight. 

HEre  lyes,  within  a  Cabinet  of  ftone, 
The  deare  remainder  of  a  Prety-one. 
Who  did  in  wit,  his  yeares  fo  farre  out-paffe, 
His  parents  Wonder,  and  their  loy  he  was. 
And,  by  his  face,  you  might  haue  deemed  him, 
To  be  on  earth  fome  heauenly  Cherubim. 
Sixe  yeares  with  life  he  labor'd.     Then  deceaft, 
To  keepe  the  Sabbath  of  eternall  reft. 

So, 
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So  ;  that,  which  many  thoufand  able  men, 
Are  lab'ring  for,  till  threefcore  yeares  and  ten. 
This  bleffed  Childe  attained  to,  er'e  feauen  ; 
And,  now  enioyes  it  with  the  Saints  of  Heauen. 


A  Song. 


NOw  Young-man,  thy  day  es  and  thy  glories  appeare, 
L  ike  Sun-JJtineandblojfomes  in  Spring  of  they  eare. 
Thy  vigour  of  body,  thy  fpirits,  thy  wit, 
Are  perfect,  and  found,  and  vntroubled  yet. 
Now  then,  oh,  now  then,  if  fafetie  thou  loue. 
Mind  thou,  oh  mind  thou,  thy  Maker  aboue. 

Mifpend  not  a  morning,  fo  excellent  cleare ; 
Neuer  (for  euer)  was  happineffe  here. 
Thy  noone-tyde  of  life  hath  bttt  little  delight, 
Andforrowes  onforrowes  will  follow  at  night. 

Now  then,  oh,  now  then,  &c. 

Mind  thou,  oh  mind  thou,  &c. 

That  Strength,  &  thofe  Beauties  that  grace  thee  to  day, 
To  morrow,  may  perifli,  and  vanijh  away. 
Thy  Wealth,  or  thy  Pleafures,  or  Friends  that  noiv  be, 
May  wafte,  or  deceiue,  or  be  tray  tors  to  thee. 

Now  then,  oh  now  then,  &c. 

Mind  thou,  oh  mind  thou,  &c. 

Thy 
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Thy  ioynts  are  yet  nimble,  thy  Jinnewes  vnjlacke. 
And  marrow  vmvafted,  doth  Jlrengthen  thy  backe. 
Thy  Youth  from  difeafes  preferueth  the  braine  ; 
And  blood  with  free paff age,  plumps  eiiry  vaine. 

Now  then,  oh  now  then,  &c. 

Mind  thou,  oh  mind  thou,  &c. 

But  (trujl  me)  it  will  not  for  euer  be  fo  ; 
Thofe  Armes  that  are  mightie,  Jhall feebler  grow. 
And  thofe  Legs,  fo  proudly  fupporting  thee,  now, 
With  Age,  or  Difeafes,  willftagger  and  boiv. 

Now  then,  oh  now  then,  &c. 

Mind  thou,  oh  mind  thou,  &c. 

Then,  all  thofe  rare  Features,  now  gracefull  in  thee ; 
Shall  (ploiigJid  with  Times  furrowes)  quite  ruined  be. 
And  they,  ivho  admired,  and  lou'd  thee  fo  imich, 
Shall  loath,  or  forget  thou  hadft  eiier  beenfzich. 

Now  then,  oh  now  then,  &c. 

Mind  thou,  oh  mind  thou,  &c. 

Thofe  treffes  of  Haire,  which  thy  youth  doe  adorne, 
Will  looke  like  the  Meads  in  a  Winterly  morne. 
And,  where  red  and  white  intermixed  did  grow, 
Dull paleneffe,  a  deadly  complexion  willjhow. 

Now  then,  oh  now  then,  &c. 

Mind  thou,  oh  mind  thou,  &c. 


That  Forhead  imperious,  whereon  we  now  view, 
A  fmoothneffe,  and  whitenejfe  enameld  with  blew  ; 


Will 
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Will  loofe  that  perfection,  which  Youthnow  maintained 
And  change  it  for  hollowneffe,  wrinckles,  andftaines. 

Now  then,  oh  now  then,  &c. 

Mind  thou,  oh  mind  thou,  &c. 

Ikofe  Eares,  thou  with  Mujlcke  didft  oft  entertaine, 
And  charme  withfo  many  a  delicate  Sir  aim  ; 
May  miffe  of  thofe  pleafures,  wherewith  they  are  fed, 
A  nd  neuer  heare  Song  more,  ivhen  youth  is  once  fled. 

Now  then,  oh  now  then,  &c. 

Mind  thou,  oh  mind  thou,  &c. 

Thofe  Eyes,  which  fo  many,fo  much  did  admire, 
And  ivithftrange  affections  fet  thoufands  on  fire  : 
Shut  vp  in  that  darkeneffe,  which  Age  will  conftraine, 
Shall  neuer  fee  mortall  ;  no,  neuer  againe. 

Now  then,  oh  now  then,  &c. 

Mind  thou,  oh  mind  thou,  &c. 

Thofe  Lips,  whereon  Beautie,  fo  fully  difclofes, 
Ike  colour  and  fiveetneffe  of  Rubies,  and  Rofes  ; 
Injlead  of  that  hue,  will  gafllineffe  weare, 
And  none  Jliall  beleeue,  what  perfection  was  there. 
Now  then,  oh  now  then,  &c. 


Teeth,  thatjloodfirmely,  like  Pearles  in  a  row, 
Shall  rotten,  and  fcatterd  diforderly  grow  : 
The  Mouth,  whofe  proportion  earths-wonder  was  thought, 
Shall  roUd  of  that  fweetneffe,  be  prized  at  nought. 
Now  then,  oh  now  then,  &c. 

That 
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7%dtf  Gate,  and  thofe Geftures,  that  win  theefuchgrace, 
Will  turne  to  a  feeble  and  ftaggering  pace. 
And  thou,  that  oSe  mountaines  ranjl  nimbly  to  day, 
Shalt  flumble  at  euery  rubb  in  the  way. 

Now  then,  oh  now  then,  &c. 

Mind  then,  oh  mind  then,  &c. 

By  thefe  imperfections,  old  age  will  preuaile, 
Thy  marrow,  thy  Jinewes,  andfpirits  ivill  fayle. 
And  nothing  is  left  thee,  when  thofe  are  once  fpent, 
To  giue,  or  thy  felfe\  or  another,  content. 

Now  then,  oh  now  then,  &c. 

Mind  thou,  oh  mind  thou,  &c. 

Thofe  Fancies  that  lull  thee,  zvith  Dreames  of  delight, 
Will  trouble  thy  quiet,  the  comfortlejfe  night. 
And  thou,  that  now  Jleepejl  thy  troubles  away, 
Shalt  heare,  how  each  Cockrell  ^z/^  warning  of  day. 

Now  then,  oh  now  then,  &c. 

Mind  thou,  oh  mind  thou,  &c. 

Then,  Thou,  that  art  yet  vnto  thoufands  fo  deare, 
Of  allftialt  defpifd,  or  neglected  appeare. 
Which,  ivhen  thou  perceiufl  (though  now pleafant  it  be) 
Thy  life  will  be  grieuous  and  loathfome  to  thee. 

Now  then,  oh  now  then,  &c. 

Mind  thou,  oh  mind  thou,  &c. 

That  lujl,  which  thy  youth  can  fo  hardly  forgoe, 
Will  leaue  thee ;  and  leaite  thee,  repentance,  and  woe. 

And 
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And  then,  in  thy  folly  no  ioy  thou  canjl  haue, 
Nor  hope  other  reft,  then  a  comfortleffe  graue. 

Now  then,  oh  now  then,  &c. 

Mind  thou,  oh  mind  thou,  &c. 

For,  nextjhall  thy  Breath  be  quite  taken  away, 
Thy  FleJJi  tiirrid  to  duft,  and  that  duft  tumid  to  clay. 
And,  thofe  thou  haft  loued,  andjhare  of  thy  ftore, 
Shall  leaue  thee,  forget  thee,  and  mind  thee  no  more. 

Now  then,  oh,  now  then,  &c. 

Mind  thou,  oh  mind  thou,  &c. 

A  nd yet,  if  in  time  thou  remember  not  this, 
The  ftender eft  part  of  thy  forrow  it  is  : 
Thy  Soule  to  a  torture,  more  fearefull Jhall  wend, 
Hath  euer,  and  etter,  and  neuer  an  end. 

Now  then,  oh,  now  then,  if  fafetie  thou  loue. 

Mind  thou,  oh  mind  thou,  thy  Maker  aboue. 


A  Dreame. 

bright  Phaebus  at  his  reft, 
Was  repofed  in  the  We/I, 
And  the  cherefull  day -light  gone, 
Drew  vnwelcome  darkneffe  on ; 

Night,  her  blacknej/e,  wrapt  about  me, 
And,  within,  'twas  as  without  me. 

P  There- 


Therefore,  on  my  tumbled  bedd, 
Downe  I  laid  my  troubled  head : 
Where,  mine  eyes  inur  d  to  care, 
Seldome  vfd  tojlumbring  were. 

Yet,  oretyrd  of  late,  with  weeping ; 

Then,  by  chance,  they  fell  a  Jleeping. 

But,fuch  Vijions  me  difeasd, 
As  in  vaine,  thatfleepe  I  ceazd : 
For,  I  Jleeping  Fancies  had, 
Which,  yet  waking,  make  me  fad. 

Some,  canjleepe  away  their  forrow  ; 

But,  mine  doribles,  euery  morrow. 


Walking  to  a  pleafant  Groue, 
(  Where,  I  vfd  to  thinke  of  Loue) 
I,  me  thought,  a  place  did  view, 
Wherein  Flora's  riches  grew. 
Primer  of e,  Hyacinth,  and  Lillies, 
Cowflips,  Vylets,  Daffodillies. 

There,  a  Fountaine,  clofe  bejide, 
/,  a  matchleffe  Beau  tie  fpide. 
Sofhe  lay,  as  iffheflept : 
But,  much  grief  e,  her  waking  kept. 


And 
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A  nd,  JJie  had  no  fofter  pillow, 
Then  the  hard  root  of  a  Willow. 

Downe  her  Cheekes,  the  teares  did  flow, 

(  Which  a  greened  heart  didfhow) 

Her  fair e  eyes,  the  earth  beholding, 

And,  her  armes  themfelues  enfolding ; 
Shee,  her  pajjion  to  betoken, 
SigKd,  as  if  her  heart  were  broken. 

So  much  grief  e,  me  thought  Jhe  fheiv  d, 

That  my  forrow  it  renew  d: 

But,  when  neerer  her  I  went, 

It  encreafl  my  difcontent. 

For  a  gentle  Nymphyfe  prooued, 
Who,  me  (long  vnknowne)  had  loued. 

Str eight,  on  mefheeflxt  her  looke ; 

Which,  a  deepe  imprejjion  tooke. 

And,  of  all  that  Hue  (quoth  fhee) 

Thou  art  welcommefl  to  me. 

Then  (mifdoubting  to  be  blamed) 
Thus,Jhefpake,  as  halfe  afhamed. 

Thee,  vnknowne,  I  long  offered, 
And,  as  long,  in  vaine  e&pefted. 
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For,  I  had  a  hopef^lll  thought, 

Thou  would/I  craue,  what  others  fought ; 
And  I,  for  thy  fake,  haue  ft  ay  d, 
Many  wanton  Springs,  a  Maid. 

Still,  when  any  wooed  me, 
They  renewd,  the  thought  of  thee  : 
And,  in  hope  thou  would/I  haue  tride 
Their  Affections,  I  denide. 
But,  a  Louer,  forct  vpon  me, 
By  my  Friends,  hath  noiv  vndone  me. 

What,  I  ivaking  dard  notfJiow, 

In  a  Dreame,  thou  now  doeft  know  : 

But,  to  better  my  ejlate ; 

Now,  alas,  it  is  too  late. 

And,  I  both  awake,  andfleeping, 
Now,  confume  my  Youth  in  weeping. 

Somewhat  then,  I  would  haue  fay  d ; 
But,  rep  lyings  ivere  denayd. 
For,  me  thought,  whenfpeake  I  would, 
Not  a  word  bring  foorth  I  could. 

And,  as  I  a  kiffe  was  taking  ; 

That  I  loft  to,  by  awaking. 
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Certaine  Verfes  written  to  his 

louing  Friend,  vpon  his 
departure. 

SWift  Time,  that  will  by  no  entreaty  ftay, 
Is  now  gone  by,  and  fummons  me  away. 
And,  what  my  griefe,  denies  my  tongue  to  doe, 
My  true  affection  driues  my  pen  vnto. 
Deare  Heart ;  that  day,  and  that  fad  houre  is  come, 
In  which,  thy  face,  I  muft  be  banifht  from  : 
And  goe  to  Hue,  where  (peraduenture,)  we 
Hereafter  muft,  for  aye,  deuided  be. 

For,  twixt  our  bodies,  which  now  clofe  are  met, 
A  thoufand  Hills  and  Vallies  fhall  be  fet : 
A  thoufand  Groues,  a  thoufand  weeping  Springs, 
And  many  thoufand  other  enuious  things, 
Which,  when  we  are  departed,  keepe  vs  may, 
From  comming  nearer,  till  our  dying  day. 

So  thefe  our  hands,  which  thus  each  other  touch, 
Shall  neuer  after  this  time  doe  fo  much. 
Nor  fhall  thefe  eyes,  which  yet  themfelues  delight, 
(with  mutuall  gazing  on  each  other  light) 
Be  euer  rayfed  vp  againe,  fo  neare, 
To  view  each  other  in  their  proper  fpheare. 
Nor  ere  againe,  through  thofe  their  Chriftall  orbes, 
Reade  what  fad  pafsion,  our  poore  hearts  difturbs. 

Which  when  we  think  vpon,  we  fcarce  containe, 
Their  fwelling  Floud-gates  ;  but  a  pearly  raine 
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Drops  fro  thofe  plenteous  Springs  :  &  forth  are  fent 

From  thofe  fad  dungeons,  where  our  harts  are  pent, 

So  many  fighes  ;  that,  in  our  parting,  now, 

A  fborme  of  Pafsions  we  muft  venture  through. 

Whofe  fury,  I  would  ftay  to  fee  ore-pad 

Before  I  went,  in  fpight  of  all  my  haft, 

But  that,  I  view  fome  tokens,  which  fore-tell, 

That  by  delay,  the  Flouds  will  higher  fwell ; 

And,  whilft  to  be  diuided,  we  are  loth, 

With  fome  worfe  perill,  ouerwhelme  vs  both. 

Oh  !  rather  let  vs  wifely  vndergoe 
A  forrow,  that  will  daily  leffer  grow ; 
Then  venture  on  a  pleafing  mifchiefe,  which 
Will  vnawares,  our  honeft  hearts  bewitch  : 
And  bring  vs  to  fuch  paffe  (at  laft)  that  we 
Shall  nere  perceiue  it,  till  vndone  we  be. 

I  find  your  loue  ;  and  fo  the  fame  approue, 
That  I  mall  euer  loue  you,  for  that  loue. 
And,  am  fo  couetous  of  fuch  deare  pelfe, 
That,  for  it,  I  could  giue  away  my  felfe. 
And  yet,  I  rather  would  go  pine,  and  die, 
For  want  thereof ;  then  Hue  till  you,  or  I, 
Should  giue,  or  take,  one  dram  of  that  delight 
Which  is  anothers  ;  and  fo,  marre  out-right 
Our  moft  vnftaind  affection  :  which,  hath  yet 
No  inclination  vnto  ill,  in  it. 

Nay  (though  it  more  vnfufferable  were) 
I  would,  eu'n  that  iuft  liberty  forbeare 
Which  honeft  friendfhip  is  allow' d  to  take : 
If  I  perceiu'd,  it  me  vnapt  did  make, 

To 
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To  mafter  my  affections :  or  to  goe 

On  thofe  affaires,  that  Reafon  calls  me  to. 

Thofe  Parents  that  difcreet  in  louing  be, 
When  on  their  new-borne  child  a  Wen  they  fee, 
Which  may  (perchance)  in  aftertime,  difgrace 
The  fweete  proportion  of  a  louely  face  : 
(Although  it  wound  their  foules  to  heare  the  mone, 
And  fee  the  tortures  of  \heirpritty-one) 
To  weepe  a  little,  rather  are  content, 
Whilft  he  endures  the  Surgeons  Inftrument ; 
Then  fuffer  that  foule  blemifh  there,  to  fpread  ; 
Vntill  his  face  be  quite  disfigured. 

So,  we  betwixt  whofe  foules,  there  is  begot 
That  fweet  Babe,  Friendfhip  ;  muft  beware,  no  fpot 
Through  our  indulgent  indifcretion  grow, 
That  may  the  beauty  of  our  loue  ore-throw  : 
Let's  rather  beare  a  little  difcontent ; 
And  learne  of  Reafon,  thofe  things  to  preuent 
Which  marre  affection.     That  our  friendfhip  may 
Wax  firmer,  and  more  louely  eu'ry  Day. 

There  is,  indeed,  to  gentle  hearts,  no  fmarting, 
That  is  more  torment  to  them,  then  departing 
From  thofe  they  loue.     And  doubtleffe,  if  that  we 
Were  fo  vnited,  as  the  married  be ; 
Our  bodies  at  our  parture,  would  be  fo, 
As  if  each  of  them  did  a  foule  forgoe. 

But,  in  our  flefh  ;  we  are,  and  muft  remaine 
Perpetuall  ftrangers  :  and  our  felues  containe 
From  that  embrace,  which  marriage  loue  allowes  : 
Or  elfe,  I  iniure  virtue  ;  you,  your  vowes. 
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And,  for  a  fhort  vnworthy  pleafure,  marre 
Thofe  rich  contentments,  which  eternall  are. 
Of  which,  I  am  in  hope,  that,  alwaies  we 
Should  in  each  others  prefence  guiltleffe  be. 
But  in  our  abfence  (fure  I  am)  we  fhall 
Not  onely  ftill  be  innocent  of  all, 
That  fimple  folly,  and  that  ouer-fight, 
To  which,  our  many  frailties  tempt  vs  might : 
But,  by  this  meanes  fhall  alfo  fcape  the  blot, 
Wherwith  il  toungs  our  names  would  feek  to  fpot. 

Which  if  you  feare,  and  would  auoyd  the  wrongs 
That  may  befall  you  by  malicious  tongues, 
Then  feeke  my  abfence  :  for  I  haue  in  that 
Vnto  my  friends,  been  too  vnfortunate  : 
Yet,  as  I  loue  faire-virtue,  there  is  no  man 
Ere  heard  me  boaft  the  fauours  of  a  woman 
To  her  difhonour  ;  neither  (by  my  foule) 
Was  I  ere  guiltie  of  an  A61  fo  foule, 
As  fome  imagine.     Neither  doe  I  know 
That  woman  yet,  with  whom  I  might  be  fo  ; 
For  neuer  kindneffes  to  me  were  fliow'd, 
Which  I  dar'd  thinke,  for  euill  end  beftow'd. 
Nor  euer,  to  this  prefent  houre,  did  I 
Turne  friendfhip,  fauour,  opportunitie  ; 
(Or  ought  vouchfaft  me)  thereby  to  acquire 
Thofe  wicked  ends  which  wantons  doe  defire. 
For,  whenfoeuer  luft  begun  to  flame, 
It  was  extinguifht,  by  true  loue,  and  fhame. 

But,  what  would  this  my  innocence  preuaile, 
When  your  faire  Name,  detraction  mould  affayle  ? 

And 
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And  how  abhord  fhould  I  hereafter  be, 
If  you  fhould  fuffer  infamy  by  me  ? 
You  feare  it  not  one  halfe  fo  much  you  fay, 
As  you  are  loth  I  fhould  depart  away  : 
And  hap  what  will,  you  thinke  to  be  content, 
Whilft  I  am  here  ;  and  you  ftill  innocent. 
Indeed,  thofe  friends  approue  I  not,  which  may 
By  euery  flanderous  tongue  be  talkt  away  : 
But  yet,  I  like  not  him  that  will  not  ftriue, 
As  much  as  in  him  lyeth,  free  to  Hue, 
From  giuing  iufl  occafions  of  offence  : 
For,  elfe  he  vainely  braggs  of  innocence. 
And  fo  doe  we,  vnleffe,  that  without  blame 
We  purpofe  with  our  loue,  to  keepe  our  fame. 

Then,  let  vs  pleafed  part ;  and  though  the  dearenes 
Of  our  affection,  couets  both  a  nearenes 
In  mind  and  body  ;  let  vs  willingly 
Beget  a  Virtue  of  necefsitie. 
And,  fmce  we  muft  compelled  be  to  Hue, 
By  time  and  place  diuided  ;  let  vs  ftriue 
In  the  defpight  of  time  and  diftance,  fo 
That  loue  of  virtue  may  more  perfect  grow  : 
And  that  this  feperation,  we  lament, 
May  make  our  meeting  fuller  of  content. 

Betwixt  our  bodies  (this  He  not  deny) 
There  is  a  deare  refpe6liue  fympathy ; 
Which  makes  vs  mutually  both  ioy,  and  grieue 
As  there  is  caufe.     And  farther,  I  belieue, 
That  our  contentment  is  imperfect,  till 
They  haue  each  other  in  poffefsion  ftill : 

But 
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But,  that  which  in  vs  two,  I  Loue,  dare  name, 
Is  twixt  our  Soules  ;  and  fuch  a  powerfull  flame, 
As  nothing  fhall  extinguifh  nor  obfure, 
Whilft  their  eternall  fubftance,  doth  endure  : 
No,  not  our  abfence  ;  nor  that  mightie  fpace, 
Betwixt  my  home,  and  your  abiding  place. 

For,  ere  your  Eyes,  my  eyes  had  euer  feene  ; 
When  many  thoufand  furlongs  lay  betweene, 
Our  vnknowne  bodies  :  And  before  that  you 
Had  feene  my  face,  or  thought  the  fame  to  view, 
You  moft  entirely  loued  me  (you  fay)  (way, 

Which  fhewes  ;  our  foules  had  then  found  out  the 
To  know  each  other  :  And  vnfeene  of  vs, 
To  make  our  bodies  meet  vnthought  of,  thus. 

Then  ;  much  leffe  now,  fhall  hill,  or  dale,  or  groue, 
Or,  that  great  tract  of  ground  which  mufh  remoue 
My  body  from  you  :  there,  my  foule  confine, 
To  keepe  it  backe  from  yours  ;  or  yours  from  mine. 
Nay,  being  more  aquainted  then  they  were, 
And  actiue  fpirits,  that  can  any  where 
Within  a  moment  meet.     They  to  and  fro, 
Will  euery  minute  to  each  other  go 
And,  we  fhall  loue,  with  that  deare  loue,  wherein 
Will  neither  be  offence,  nor  caufe  of  fmne. 

Yea,  whereas  carnall  loue,  is  euer  colder, 
As  youth  decayes  ;  and  as  the  flefh  growes  older : 
And,  when  the  body  is  diffolued,  muft 
Be  buried  with  obliuion  in  the  duft. 
We,  then  fhall  dearer  grow  :  and  this  our  loue, 
Which  now  imperfect  is,  fhall  perfect  proue. 

For, 
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For,  theres  no  mortall  power  can  rob  true  Friends, 
Of  that  which  nobleft  Amitie  attends. 
Nor  any  feperation  that  is  able, 
To  make  the  virtuous  Louers  miferable. 
Since,  when  difafters  threaten  moffc  defection, 
Their,  Goodneffe  maketh  ftrongeft  their  affection. 
And,  that  which  works  in  others  loues,  deniall ; 
In  them,  more  noble  makes  it,  by  the  triall. 

Tis  true  ;  that  whe  we  part,  we  know  not  whether 
Thefe  bodies  fhall,  for  euer,  meet  together ; 
As  you  haue  faid.     Yet,  wherefore  fhould  we  grieue, 
Since,  we  a  better  meeting  doe  belieue  ? 
If  we  did  alfo  know,  that  when  we  die, 
This  loue,  fhould  perifh  euerlafhingly. 
And  that  we  muft  as  bruitifh  creatures  do, 
Lofe  with  our  bodies,  all  our  dearneffe  to  : 
Our  feperation,  then,  a  forrow  were, 
Which  mortall  heart  had  neuer  power  to  beare. 
And  we  fhould  faint  and  die,  to  thinke  vpon 
The  pafsions  would  be  felt,  when  I  were  gone. 
But,  feeing  in  the  foule,  our  loue  is  plac't ; 
And  (feeing)  foules  of  death  shall  neuer  tafh  : 
No  Death  can  end  our  loue.     Nay  ;  when  we  dye, 
Our  foules. (that  now  in  chaines  and  fettters  lie) 
Shall  meet  more  freely,  to  pertake  that  ioy, 
Compard  to  which,  our  friendfhip's  but  a  toy. 
And,  for  each  bitterneffe,  in  this  our  loue, 
We  fhall  a  thoufand  fweet  contentments  proue. 

Meane  while  ;  we,  that  (together  liuing)  may 
Through  humane  weakneffes  be  led  aftray : 

And 
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(And  vnawares,  make  that  affection  foule, 
Which  virtue  yet  keeps  blameleffe  in  the  foule) 
By  Abfence  fhall  preferued  be,  as  cleane, 
As  to  be  kept  (in  our  bed  thoughts)  wee  meane. 
And,  in  our  Prayers  for  each  other,  fhall 
Giue,  and  receiue  more  kindneffes,  then  all 
The  world  can  yeeld  vs.     And,  when  other  men 
Whofe  loue  is  carnall,  are  tormented,  when 
Death  calls  them  hence  :  becaufe  they  robbed  be 
Of  all  their  hope  (for  euermore)  to  fee 
The  obie6l  of  their  Loue  :  we  fhall  auoid, 
That  bitter  anguifh  wherewith  they  are  cloyd. 
And,  whenfoer'e  it  happens,  thou,  or  I, 
Shall  feele  the  time  approaching  vs  to  dye ; 
It  fhall  not  grieue  vs  at  our  latefb  breath, 
To  mind  each  other  on  the  bed  of  death : 
(Becaufe  of  any  ouerfight,  or  fmne, 
Whereof  we  guiltie  in  our  foules  haue  bin) 
Nor  will  death  feare  vs,  caufe  we  fhall  perceiue 
That  thefe  contentments,  which  we  had  not  leaue 
To  take  now  we  are  liuing ;  fhall  be  gaind, 
When  our  imprifon'd  foules  fhall  be  vnchaind. 
Nay  rather  wifh  to  dye,  we  might  poffeffe 
The  fweet  fruition  of  that  happineffe, 
Which  we  fhall  then  receiue,  in  the  perfection 
Of  Him,  that  is  the  fulneffe  of  Affection. 
If  Time  preuented  not,  I  had  in  ftore 
To  comfort  thee,  fo  many  Reafons  more, 
That  thou  wouldfb  leaue  to  grieue  ;  although  we 
Each  others  perfons  neuer  more  behold.         (mould 

But, 
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But,  there  is  hope.     And  then,  that  know  you  may, 
True  Friends  can  in  their  abfence  find  the  way. 
To  compaffe  their  contentments,  whom  they  loue  : 
You  fhall  ere  long,  the  powre  it  hath,  approue. 
Meane  while,  you  ftill  are  deare  :  yea,  Hue  or  dye, 
My  foule  fhall  loue  you  euerlaftingly. 
And  howfoere,  there  feeme  fuch  caufe  of  forrow  ; 
Yet,  thofe  that  part,  and  thinke  to  meet  to  morrow, 
Death  may  diuide  to  night ;  And,  as  before, 
Their  Feare  was  leffe,  their  Grief e  will  be  the  more. 
Since  therefore,  whether  far  I  Hue,  or  nigh, 
There  is  in  meeting  an  vncertaintie. 
Let  vs,  for  that  which  fureft  is,  prouide. 
Part  like  thofe  Friends,  whom  nothing  can  diuide : 
And,  fmce  we  Louers  firft  became,  that  we, 
Might  to  our  power  each  others  comfort  be  : 
Let's  not  the  fweetneffe  of  our  loue  deftroy  ; 
But,  turne  thefe  weepings  into  teares  of  ioy. 
On  which  condition,  I  doe  giue  thee,  this  ; 
To  be  both  Mine,  and  Sorrowes  parting-kiffe, 
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The  Stationers  Poftfcript. 

r  I  ^Here  bee  three  orfoure  Songs  in  this  Poeme 
-*-  aforegoing,  which  were Jlollen  from  the  Au- 
thour,  and heeretofore  impertinently  imprinted  in 
an  imperfettanderronious  Copie,fooliflily  intitu 
led  His  Workes  ;  which  the  Stationer  hath  there 
falfely  affirmed  to  bee  Corrected  and  Augmented 
for  his  owne  A  duantage\  and  without  the f aid  A  u- 
thours  knowledge,  or  refpect  to  his  credit.  Ifther- 
f ore  you  hauefeene  them  formerly  in  thofecounter- 
fetlmprejijions,  let  it  not  beoffenjiue  that  you Jinde 
them  againe  in  their  proper  places  ;  and  in  the 
Poeme  to  which  they  appertaine. 
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N.W. 

T   A  Barte,  J.  M.,  librarian,  King's  Inns  library, 
±-1     Henrietta  street,  Dublin 
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